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CHAPTER 1 


NEWS ITEM: THE HAGUE, NOVEMBER 1—Communist China’s 
senior diplomat here left the country today under an expulsion order 
as Dutch police investigated the mysterious death of a minor attache 
at the Chinese Communist Office. Li Chiu, the charge d’affaires here, 
was ordered out of the country because of his lack of cooperation in 
the death, believed by the police to be murder, of one Hsu Tzu-tsai. 
Police have a theory that the dead man was caught in the act of 
defecting to the West... . 


The Rozengracht is a quiet street near the outskirts of The Hague, 
Holland’s famous diplomatic city. It comes to a dead end. Near the 
end of the short street, set well back and guarded by high iron gates, 
is a brick mansion housing the Chinese Communist Office. On this 
particular early evening in the last week of October only a few dim 
lights shone in the building. It was a weekend and most of the staff 
were away on business or pleasure. It had gotten dark early and a 
light rain was falling. 

A side door of the brick mansion opened quietly. A man stood for a 
moment in the doorway, listening and peering out into the fast falling 
gloom. The man stood in silence, unmoving, for five minutes. When 
he did move he moved fast. He darted across a narrow gravel drive 
and, keeping to the grassy verge, ran toward the iron gates at the end 
of the drive. 

The gates were locked, and there was an electric warning system, 
but he managed to find and disconnect that. He began to climb the 
gates, as nimble as a monkey. A frightened monkey. He dropped the 
last six feet, turned to his left, and began to walk rapidly away. 

There was a dark areaway across the street from the gates. From it 
now a voice spoke sharply in Chinese. “Hsu Tzu! Stop!” 

Panic flared in the man’s heart. So it had been a trap after all! A 
carefully set snare. They had been waiting for him all the time. But he 
was not going back. Not after all his planning and waiting. He was not 
going back to China! He began running, running with all his might, 
running with the speed of a desperate man, a man with the Dragon 
Death on his heels. The death that was reserved for traitors. 

Behind him the voice snapped again. “Stop! Stop, you son of a 
turtle!” There was the sound of a revolver cocking. 

Another voice said: “No shooting, you fool! This is Holland. After 
him. We know this neighborhood and he doesn’t. We'll get him. Watch 
out for the police.” 


The running man, already tiring, made a fatal mistake. He turned 
off into a narrow lane, saw too late that it was an impasse, and had to 
retrace his steps. It cost him nearly all of his lead. By the time he 
turned another corner the two men behind him were within fifty 
yards. 

The fleeing man knew then that he was not going to make it. He 
took something from his pocket and, his steps flagging now, glanced 
wildly about him. He could not bring himself to throw it away—not 
after all the tedious, painstaking work. It was too important to throw 
away. Terribly important. It could mean war—or no war. 

He stumbled and nearly fell. His breath was rasping now and his 
lungs were balloons of fire. If only there were a placc to hide it—hide 
it where it was sure to be found. 

He rounded another corner and saw a small boy. The boy was 
standing just outside the aura of a single dim street light. He was 
doing what all small boys do from time to time—he was making water 
in the gutter. He glanced up at the man in sudden terror, no doubt 
visualizing the police and parental disgrace. 

The corner he had just rounded shielded the running man for three 
seconds. He tossed the object to the boy and, in very good Dutch, 
gasped: “Take it to the Americans!” He pelted on. 

His two pursuers did not see the small boy. They panted after the 
first running man. The small boy, holding the object in one hand as he 
zipped his trousers with the other, stared after them. He was small, 
but he was almost nine, and as a citizen of The Hague and familiar 
with many nationalities, he recognized them as Chinese. 

At that moment the boy heard a muted scream and the sounds of a 
scuffle from the far end of the dark street. He turned the other way 
and began to run. He ran around the . corner and squarely into the 
arms of a big policeman. 

The policeman grabbed him. “Where are you going in such a 
hurry, you little devil?” He saw the glinting object in the boy’s hand 
and took it from him. “And what’s this? You’ve been stealing!” 

“T didn’t steal it,” the boy wailed. “I didn’t! The man gave it to me. 
He said to give it to the Americans. I swear he did. Honest. I didn’t 
steal it.” 

Keeping a firm grip on the boy’s arm, the policeman said, “What 
man?” 

The boy was near to tears now. “The man. That’s all I know. He 
was Chinese. He was running away from the other two. They were 
Chinese, too.” Then the boy remembered. “I think they were fighting. 
I know it. I heard them down at the far end of the street.” 

“T don’t believe you for a minute,” said the policeman, “but come 
on. I’ll take a look.” 


With the boy firmly in tow he went to the far end of the street. It 
was a dead end, but a narrow lane snaked away to the right. The 
policeman, still holding the boy firmly, put the beam of his flashlight 
into the lane. He knew this lane, it was part of his beat, and knew that 
it went through and came out on another street. If there had been any 
men they would be well away by now and— 

He let out a grunt as the white cone of light fell on the crumpled 
body of a man. Hah! The kid hadn’t been lying after all. For a moment 
the policeman considered. No use showing the boy a dead body, not at 
his tender age, still he didn’t want to lose him. He glared at the child. 
“Tm going in there. You stay here. Stay, do you understand? If you 
run away we'll find you and send you to prison for twenty years. Do 
you understand me?” 

By now the boy was white and shaking. He stammered, “Y-yes sir. 
I—I won’t run away.” He couldn’t have. His legs wouldn’t have held 
him up. 

The policeman went into the lane and put the light on the body. 
He had seen enough of death to know that the man was dead, even 
from that first cursory glance. Now he made sure. Dead, all right. A 
slightly built Chinese, about thirty or so, good clothes. Not bad 
looking if you liked Chinese. He didn’t, particularly. 

The man had been brutally beaten about the head. A dark pool of 
blood was already turning sticky on the cobbles. It looked as though 
he had simply been clubbed to death, though there might be other 
wounds. That was for the Medical Examiner to find out. The 
policeman turned away, carefully avoiding the blood—these were his 
best shoes—and went back to the boy. 

This time he patted the boy on the shoulder. The kid was scared to 
death, and the policeman was not an unkind man. “At least you 
weren’t lying about that. Now about this.” 

For the first time he put his light on the object he had been 
carrying. It was an old-fashioned pocket watch of the sort that was 
once called a “turnip.” It had a strap and a fob. A fob? The policeman 
examined it. It was a bullet. A heavy bullet attached to a metal strip at 
the end of the leather strap by some sort of fusing. Brazing? No 
matter. It was a strange sort of watch fob. The policeman fingered it. 
It felt like a steel-jacketed .45 and there was a strange roughness, a 
sort of burring, on the steel jacket. 

The policeman looked at the boy. “Now, what did the man say 
again, when he gave you this?” 

“Take it to the Americans.” The boy began to cry. “I want to go 
home.” 

The big policeman put his arm around the boy’s shoulders. “Soon, 
my boy. Not just yet. You’d better come to the station with me first. 


You'll have to talk to the Inspector.” 

He flashed his light back into the lane for a moment. The crumpled 
body was still there. What had he expected? That it would get up and 
walk off? 

As they went back down the street and around the corner the 
policeman reflected that “take it to the Americans” could mean only 
one thing in a city like The Hague. The American Embassy. 

From the local station the watch and bullet fob went to District 
and then to Central Recherche, where it was turned over to a most 
astute Chief Inspector Vandiver. He had them examined in the lab. 
When he read the report he whistled softly and thought that most 
certainly the Americans should have them. As soon as possible. 

In a very few hours the fob, the fob only, was on its way to 
Washington in a diplomatic pouch. 


NEWS ITEM: BEIRUT, LEBANON, NOVEMBER 3—The Chinese 
Communists have begun a wide campaign in the Arab world to 
explain their “cultural Revolution” and the role of the Red Guards. 
Huge sums of money are being spent in this effort... . 


In Peking, just inside the Imperial City and near the Temple of 
Heaven, there is an obscure little building. It is an old-fashioned 
building, with the traditional curving eaves to ward off demons. The 
plumbing is bad and there is no central heating. In winter the building 
is chill and dank. Even in this first week of November the building 
was not really comfortable. In a small room on the second floor it was 
still less comfortable. 

The thin Chinese behind the desk did hot appear to mind the lack 
of heat. His name was Piu Chui and he was Chief of the Propaganda 
Services of the Central Committee. There are, of course, many 
different types of propaganda. Bullets and grenades are propaganda. 

The big, stocky white man with a shiny bald head could have used 
a bit of heat. He was used to the desert. He was rather a handsome 
man in a brutal sort of way, or would have been handsome if he had 
had hair; he might have been anywhere between fifty and sixty. He sat 
now in a low chair near the desk and conversed with Piu Chui through 
an interpreter. The latter was a grossly fat man with thick glasses. 

Piu Chui was not a man to waste words. He did not so much as 
glance at the fat interpreter as he spoke. Instead he kept his gaze on 
the powerfully built bald-headed man. 

Piu Chui had a formal manner of speech. “We are, Mr. Lucy, most 
interested in fomenting a war in the Middle East if it can be done 
without involving ourselves. That must be distinctly understood. I 
approve of your plan to start such a war, and we are prepared to 


finance you heavily. Using propaganda funds, of course. It is a good 
plan. You appear to know your business. You were, I believe, with 
Rommel?” 

Mr. Lucy nodded at the interpreter after he had heard this. “Tell 
him that I was with Rommel for a time. I am a desert specialist. I was 
known as the German T. E. Lawrence.” The odd thing about this was 
that Mr. Lucy spoke in an almost perfect upper-class British accent. 
This accent was a very important part of his cover, one of several 
things that had so far managed to protect him from the gallows or a 
firing squad. For years now Mr. Lucy had been living in the shadow of 
both, dependent largely on who caught him first—the Russsians or the 
Jews. 

Piu Chui stared at the big man. “We have not much interest in 
Israel, of course, one way or the other. It is too small a nation and too 
remote to concern us. We do not particularly care if Israel lives or 
dies. But we can use a diversion on that side of the world just now. 
Now, please, let me have the details of your plan again. Most 
minutely, please.” 

When he heard this a dour smile flitted over the big man’s lips. He 
certainly cared about Israel. If they caught him he was sure to be 
hanged, just as Eichmann had been. If Israel could be wiped off the 
map it would mean an increase in his personal safety by at least half. 

Mr. Lucy and Piu Chui conversed for another half hour. As the bald 
man prepared to leave, Piu Chui said: “I have arranged for your 
transportation as far as possible. After that, of course, you will be on 
your own. And the funds we spoke of will be forthcoming at once.” 

Mr. Lucy nodded at the interpreter. “Tell him that I have made 
arrangements also. I will be in Syria in three days. And it is most 
important that there be no delay about the money. I have much to do 
—many arrangements to make and many expenses.” 

Mr. Lucy walked toward the door. Seen upright and in motion 
there was something bear-like about him. An impression of enormous 
physical strength. The impression was not misleading. Mr. Lucy had 
killed many men with his hands—and enjoyed doing it. 

As he reached the door Piu Chui spoke behind him. He spoke in 
near perfect English, though it amused him, at times, to pretend he 
neither spoke nor understood the language. 

“Goodbye, Herr Gerhardt. I hope your plan is successful.” 

The bald-headed man turned to stare back at the desk. Though he 
did not show it, internally he was a little shaken at hearing his true 
name spoken aloud. It had been so long. 

“Your people have good files,” he said. 

Piu Chui smiled thinly. “We manage,” he said. 

On the plane going south that night Mr. Lucy— privately he liked 


to think of the name as a diminutive for Lucifer—was still a bit 
shaken. He had taken such pains, gone to such lengths, to cover 
himself. He had lost a lot of weight in Argentina and kept it down. By 
chemical means he had killed his thick blond hair and gone shiny 
bald. He rubbed his pate now. That had hurt. He had also had a face 
job done—he couldn’t complain about that, because it had actually 
improved his features. He had perfected his British accent. His 
command of the various Arabic dialects was already superb. 

Mr. Lucy put a finger into his mouth and fingered a back molar. He 
had even had a tooth drilled out, a perfectly sound tooth, and installed 
a tiny pellet of cyanide. Just in case. Then the tooth had been covered 
with an easily removable cap. 

Just the same it was disturbing that someone, Chinese Intelligence, 
knew Gunter Gerhardt, the infamous GG, in his present guise. He did 
not like it at all, He had been only a block away when the Jews had 
taken his good friend Eichmann. He still broke out in a cold sweat 
when he thought about it, and he was not a man who frightened 
easily. 

Then Mr. Lucy, Mr. William Lucy—he had even taught himself not 
to think in German, nor of Gunter Gerhardt—shrugged his powerful 
shoulders. Nothing to worry about. The Chinese would not betray 
him. Unless, possibly if he failed in this job, or for some other reason 
that particularly suited their interests. He could not imagine this 
contingency. 

He was not going to fail. He was a professional and he knew his 
job—professional troublemaker in the international field. Mr. Lucy put 
his head on his chest and went to sleep. He would be in Syria in three 
days and there was much to do. 


NEWS ITEM: DAMASCUS, SYRIA, NOVEMBER 8—HER, the Heroes 
For Repatriation, today assailed King Hussein of Jordan in a statement 
that reported a raid on the Israeli town of Beit Jibrin. The 
commandos, believed to be mostly of Syrian origin, claimed to have 
raided across the border into Israel, destroyed half the town, and 
blown up an Israeli ammunition dump with more than a hundred 
pounds of high explosive. They also claim to have taken prisoners. 
They then retreated back across the border to avoid conflict with 
nearby Jordanian forces. 

The HFR have been attacking Hussein of late on the grounds that 
he tries to suppress commando activity against Israel and that he 
works closely with the United States Central Intelligence Agency in 
protecting “the security of Israel ...” 


The big bald-headed man was in Syrian uniform now. He wore no 


insignia of rank. The man who sat beside him in the jeep was a Syrian 
Colonel, but there was no question as to who was in command. 
Nearby, on picket duty, were a few heavily-armed Syrian soldiers, also 
in uniform. The raiding party had worn nondescript clothing and 
carried no identification. 

The jeep was parked in the mouth of a wadi, from where the two 
men could see a quarter of a mile across the border into Israel. The 
raid had been staged just at dusk, which had now deepened into 
darkness. They could see the lurid stain of fire on the night, and the 
vicious hanging crump of grenades and the rattle of small arms fire 
came clearly on the night wind. 

The Syrian Colonel said: “Those Israeli bastards are putting up a 
hell of a fight, General Lucy.” The Colonel did not know just what sort 
of a general Lucy was—he never wore insignia—but he had been told, 
by the highest sources in Damascus, to take orders from this man. The 
Colonel did not like General Lucy very much—there was a coarseness 
about the man, a powerful beefiness, a coldness, that offended the 
slim, somewhat effeminate Colonel. Still, orders were orders. 
Damascus must know what they were doing. 

The big man beside him was chewing on a thick cigar. He took it 
from his mouth and spat. “Yes,” he agreed. “They fight now.” 

He should know, he thought, that they had not always fought. He 
had sent enough of them to the gas chambers, or the gallows, or had 
them mown down with machine gunfire. Always on his written order, 
always with his signature at the bottom, scrawled in a flourishing GG. 
Always in red ink. A nice touch, that had been. The big man sighed. 
Those had been the days, no doubt of it. Condemned—by order of GG. 
Gunter Gerhardt. Jews and Russians. Communists. Given his choice, 
General Lucy thought now, he had always preferred killing Russians to 
Jews. The Russians had always been fighters, hence the more pleasure 
in killing them. But now the Jews had turned into fighters also, 
damned fine fighters—he would give them that—and so all the more 
pleasure in killing them. Not that he really cared, these days. He, 
Gunter—no, damn it, General William Lucy— he was a man without a 
country. A professional adventurer and troublemaker. And he was 
getting a little old. All he really cared about now was making as much 
money as he could and protecting his own neck. One day he would 
find a safe spot and settle down and find himself a woman and... 

A soldier, speaking to the Colonel, broke his line of thought. 

“They’re coming back, sir.” 

“Good,” said the Colonel. “I hope they took some prisoners. Those 
were the orders.” 

The big man took off his officer’s cap and scratched his shining 
head. “My orders, Colonel. Not from Damascus. I want the prisoners 


for a certain purpose of my own.” 

“Yes, sir. Of course.” 

A few minutes later the raiding party came straggling back. By 
now there was enough moonlight in the wadi to see well. The Syrian 
Colonel was never to forget what he saw. 

The big man put his cap back on and slid a thick leg over the side 
of the jeep. He motioned to the men herding the prisoners. “Put them 
over there,” he ordered. “Over against the side of the wadi, near the 
rocks.” 

There were six prisoners. Three defiant men, a young woman, a 
small boy and a teen-age girl. The little boy was sobbing. The others 
stared back at the big man as he approached them. He stopped about 
a dozen yards away from the pitiful lineup. 

For a long moment the big man regarded the prisoners. He spoke 
to the leader of the raiding party. “A poor bag. A damned poor bag. 
Was this the best you could do?” 

The Syrian Colonel thought: Why in the name of Allah did they 
bring the children? He had children of his own. 

The leader of the party was abject. “I’m sorry, sir. They put up 
Shaitan’s own fight, even though we surprised them. That one,” he 
pointed to the young woman, “she killed two of our men. That is why 
I brought her along. She is young, but such a fighter must hold some 
rank. Maybe she will be able to tell us something.” 

The big bald man, known as General Lucy, stared at the leader. A 
glint of moonlight caught his eyes and for a moment the leader of the 
party was startled. It was as though the General had no eyes—only 
empty sockets. 

But when the big man spoke his tone was mild. “Who in hell cares 
what they can tell us!” He pointed to the submachine gun the leader 
was carrying. “Give me that.” 

The man handed him the gun. The General clicked off the safety, 
then turned toward the line of prisoners. He opened fire at six paces, 
working from left to right. Three men first, the small boy who stopped 
crying just as he was hit, the young woman, and lastly the teen-age 
girl. He expended only three short bursts. 

The big man stared at the writhing bodies for a moment. He was 
an expert at detecting fakers. A smile touched his lips. He walked over 
to the young woman and put a burst into her head. Then he tossed the 
gun back to the leader and strode toward the jeep. He had promised 
himself this, just to see if the old thrill was there. It was, partially, but 
it was not the same. He sighed. Nothing would ever be the same. Not 
even killing. 

The Syrian Colonel was staring at the bodies. He thought of the 
General’s words: “A certain purpose of my own.” 


General William Lucy, GG, legged it into the jeep. “Let’s move it, 
Colonel. Get out of here. We don’t want any more trouble tonight. 
Let’s get back into Syria. This was only a feint, you know. But the real 
thing will come soon. Very soon. Let’s be around to enjoy it.” 


CHAPTER 2 


THE WEATHER was bad in Washington. The first November gale 
had struck the city the night before, bringing with it a cold rain that 
changed to hail and sleet along toward morning. Altogether a dank, 
wet and completely miserable day. 

The atmosphere in David Hawk’s grubby little office on Dupont 
Circle, behind the fagade of a giant news-gathering service, was little 
more salubrious. Four men were present at a conference now in 
progress: Hawk, one of his top aides, Joe Lloyd of the CIA and a quiet 
little man who sat in a corner and said very little. This latter was a 
man in his early sixties, dressed conservatively in a cheap business 
suit, white shirt and a quietly figured tie. He had a full head of iron- 
gray hair. Over his right eye he wore a black patch to hide an empty 
socket. He and Hawk had been friends, both in private and 
professionally, for a great many years. 

The CIA man said: “I still think this should be our baby, Hawk!” As 
a rule Joe Lloyd would have said “Mr. Hawk” or “sir,” but now he was 
too angry for either. 

“We’ve got our own organization in the Middle East, as you 
damned well know. A well-trained and highly complex organization. 
We’re much better equipped to handle this thing than you people. You 
guys are killers! What this matter needs is a little finesse.” 

Nick Carter had once said that when Hawk got annoyed he looked 
like a snapping turtle, an ancient and irascible snapping turtle. He did 
look a little like that now as his thin mouth clamped around the 
inevitable dry cigar. 

“How do you finesse murder, Lloyd? Wholesale murder? Maybe 
even war. That’s what this will turn into if we don’t stop it in time. 
No, Lloyd, you’re wrong. This doesn’t need a big, complex, and 
probably a bungling, organization. It needs a small, compact, efficient 
outfit, like mine and, as you say, it will probably take a little killing. 
We're very good at that here at AXE.” 

“T still think you pulled a fast one,” grumbled Lloyd. “You AXE 
people sure got your oar into this one in a hurry. It’s a hell of a note 
when CIA has to come to you for information!” 

The old man’s grin was just a little evil. “It’s just,” he said 
smoothly, “that we want to avoid another Bay of Pigs. That was a 
minor event—this could blow up the whole Middle East.” 

Lloyd subsided, still grumbling, and lit a cigarette. He reverted to 
the professional courtesy accorded rank. “All right, sir. But can’t we 
get on with it? I’ve got to get back to Langley and make my report.” 


On Hawk’s desk was a single sheet of flimsy, closely typed paper. 
On the paper, serving as a paperweight, was a .45 caliber steel- 
jacketed bullet. Hawk picked it up now and showed it to them. 
“You’ve all seen this, you all know how it came into our possession, 
you all know that there was micro-engraving on the head of the 
bullet. Put there, we may assume, by a minor employee of the Chinese 
Communist Office in The Hague. His name was Hsu Tzu-tsai. He was 
murdered when he tried to defect. My guess is that they suspected him 
and set a trap. But the man had a hobby, micro-engraving, and he put 
down what he knew on the head of this bullet. Either as an aid to his 
own memory or, and this is probably the correct answer, as a means 
of getting the information to us in case he couldn’t make it. He must 
have hated them a lot. In any case the information on this bullet was 
to be his ticket of admission to the West.” 

Joe Lloyd found himself wishing that the old man wouldn’t be so 
damned prolix. It was unlike him. And Lloyd had to get back to his 
own outfit, where they were avidly awaiting this news. 

Hawk was stalling a bit, both to give his aide time to keep up with 
his note-making; more because he was trying to arrange certain 
matters in his own mind. He didn’t want the CIA to know any more 
about this thing than was absolutely necessary. He glanced across the 
room at the quiet little man. The man smiled at Hawk. Hawk winked. 
It was between himself and Levi Eban, the head of Shin Bet—Israeli 
Intelligence—that this matter would have to be conducted. On a 
highly personal, and - secretive, level. 

Hawk stuck a fresh cigar in his mouth, put down the bullet and 
picked up the flimsy. “Here it is—this is what is micro-engraved on 
the bullet. Hsu Tzu-tsai used a sort of cablese, a kind of shorthand of 
his own. He got a hell of a lot of information on this bullet.” 

Joe Lloyd stubbed out his cigarette. “Didn’t somebody once 
engrave the Lord’s Prayer on the head of a pin?” His tone was dour. 

“Perhaps,” said Hawk, unruffled. “Anyway here it is, a full 
transcription just as it is on the bullet.” 


I HT-tsai—CCO—H—GG is W Lucy—plan raid Jor Isr uniform— 
atroci—force Hus war on Syr tk act—GG chief—soon—many— 
authentic by Bud 


Hawk put down the flimsy and gazed around the room. His aide 
was busy transcribing, Levi Eban was gazing at the floor, Joe Lloyd 
was staring at Hawk in near disbelief. “You mean he got all that on 
the head of that bullet?” 

Hawk’s smile was benign. “As you just suggested, didn’t someone 
once engrave the Lord’s Prayer on the head of a pin? Yes, this Hsu 


Tzu-tsai was an expert micro-engraver. He was also an electronics 
engineer— we’ve had our Dutch people check all this out. Very 
quietly, of course. The Chinese probably used him for any bugging 
they might have had in mind, while he posed as a minor attache. He 
was a valuable man, which is no doubt why they watched him so 
closely. Now let me read you the message as the Brain Boys have 
worked it out. No task at all for them.” He took another flimsy from a 
desk drawer. 


I am Hsu-Tzu tsai—Chinese Communist Office— Hague—GG— 
Gunter—is W (probably for William) Lucy —plan to raid Jordan 
wearing Israeli uniforms and commit atrocities—to force King Hussein 
into war or Syria will take action—GG is chief of operation— this to 
take place soon and in strength—this is authentic by Buddha— 


Hawk put down the flimsy. “I rather like that last bit. He was a 
Buddhist, obviously, and he is swearing that all this is true. A nice 
touch.” 

Levi Eban spoke for the first time in many minutes. “We must all 
live by our own gods. They are, in the final analysis, all we really 
have.” 

Joe Lloyd was looking a little awe-stricken. “Gunter Gerhardt! Old 
GG himself, the butcher boy that always signed his death warrants in 
red ink. My God—we’ve got a stack of those warrants a mile high!” 

“So have we,” said the man from Shin Bet. “We want GG even 
more than we wanted Eichmann. Now that Eichmann is gone GG is 
second in line after Martin Bor-mann. We almost had GG once, in 
Cairo, but he gave us the slip at the last moment. Disappeared 
completely. Until now we at Shin Bet had no idea where he was or 
what he was doing.” 

The CIA man was pacing the narrow confines of Hawk’s office. 
“Since the guy got all that on the bullet,” he said a little savagely, “it’s 
a pity he couldn’t have gone a little further and told us what G looks 
like now.” 

Hawk regarded the CIA man with mild amusement “You can get 
only so much on the head of a bullet, Lloyd—and I never really 
believed that bit about the Lord’s Prayer and the head of a pin.” 

“He has given us much,” said Levi Eban. “Much more than we had 
until this moment—we know that GG is alive, that he goes under the 
name of Lucy and that he is in the Middle East. We know that he is 
trying to start a war that will destroy Israel. I imagine the Syrians are 
paying him.” He looked at Hawk. “What about that, David? Who is 
paying him?” 

Hawk shook his head. “I think you’re wrong, Levi. I think the 


Chinese are paying him.” Hawk tapped the bullet on the desk. “Aren’t 
you forgetting this? GG, or Lucy, must have visited the Chicoms in 
The Hague. Probably he made his first contact there, trying to sell 
them a bill of goods.” Hawk ran a gnarled old farmer’s hand through 
his gray hair. “I think that GG is free lancing now, trying to make his 
living by stirring up trouble for anyone who will pay him. He’ll be 
getting on in years, the same as the rest of us. I doubt that he really 
cares about much of anything these days, except his own skin.” 

The Shin Bet man nodded. “Yes, David. I suppose that’s it. This is 
probably all his own idea, though the Syrians must have leaped at it. 
Especially if they don’t have to pay for it.” 

Joe Lloyd was sitting down again. Now he leaned forward and 
stared at Hawk. “One thing bothers me a little, sir. If this Hsu Tzu-tsai 
was under suspicion, as he appears to have been, how did he come by 
all this information in the first place? They’d be watching him the way 
a hawk watches a rabbit—so how could he do it?” 

“He was an electronics expert, remember. I think he bugged them! 
He probably had a pipe right into their high level conference room.” 

Joe Lloyd stared at Hawk for a moment. “By God, sir, I bet that’s 
it. He bugged them—he bugged the buggers!” 

Hawk nodded. “Which might account for his not giving any hint of 
physical description—maybe he never actually saw the man now 
calling himself Lucy.” 

Levi Eban said: “We must give the man credit for nerve, at least, 
and a certain amount of ingenuity. He appears to be able to travel 
freely, yet where does he come to hide, to actually plan an operation? 
To Syria, and perhaps elsewhere in the Arabian countries. One would 
expect him to try and hide in Australia, or the Arctic, but no—he gets 
as close to Israel as he can.” 

“The old Poe trick,” murmured Hawk. “‘The Purloined Letter,’ you 
know. The best way to hide anything is to leave it around in plain 
sight. GG is using a version of that.” 

The Shin Bet man nodded. “Yes. And it has worked for him until 
now, though I hate to admit it. We did not dream of looking so close 
to home. But now that we know—we will get him sooner or later.” 

Joe Lloyd said: “The Russians want him more than your people, 
sir. He killed more Russians than Jews.” 

The man from Shin Bet regarded the CIA man with eyes that were 
a placid brown. “In a numerical sense, perhaps. That changes nothing. 
We want him!” And something savage flickered in the brown eyes. 

The CIA man sat down, crossed his long legs and gazed at the 
ceiling. “Old GG—Gunter Gerhardt himself. I’ve spent so much time 
studying his file that I can recite it by heart.” 

Hawk wanted to get rid of the CIA man now. He and Levi Eban 


had much to discuss, much to plan and set in motion, and Hawk had 
no way of knowing how much time they had. Certainly it would not 
be much. 

So he needled Lloyd a bit. “I doubt you can,” he said. “That file 
must be a mile high.” 

“I mean the essentials, sir.” 

Joe Lloyd closed his eyes, leaned back in his chair and gazed 
blankly at the ceiling. 

“Gunter Gerhardt, age now about fifty-five, born in Hamburg. Blue 
eyes, good looking, powerful physique, curly blond hair. Vain. Likes 
good music and literature. Known to be bisexual. 

“First began to make a real name for himself, if you can call it that, 
when he was transferred from Germany to Budapest during the latter 
part of the war. He was chief liaison officer between the SS and the 
Arrow Cross—that was the pro-Nazi outfit under Ferenc Szalasi. GG at 
that time was an Obergruppenfuhrer in the SS. His job was to teach 
the Arrow Cross gang the latest extermination techniques. He enjoyed 
his work. He killed more Russians than Jews, and we know that the 
Russians have spent a lot of time and money trying to find him and 

The Shin Bet man spoke very softly. “We must be very sure that 
this does not leak to the Russians—I would not like to see them take 
GG first.” 

“There will be no leaks,” said Hawk. 

They talked for another quarter of an hour, then Hawk managed to 
get rid of the CIA man. As Lloyd was on the point of leaving Hawk 
gently inserted the needle. “Go,” he said, “go and find yourself an 
educational foundation to subvert.” 

Lloyd reddened. “I don’t make policy, sir, and you damned well 
know it.” He closed the door a little too firmly behind him. 

Hawk winked at Levi Eban. “Sometimes I just can’t resist the 
temptation.” 

The Shin Bet man smiled. “They do fumble a lot.” 

“They’re too big. The left hand very seldom knows what the right 
is doings—but I didn’t get you on a jet all the way from Jerusalem to 
talk about them.” 

Levi Eban drew his chair close until he was facing Hawk across the 
desk. “I thank you, old friend, for calling me in on this so quickly.” 

Hawk put a fresh cigar in his snappish mouth, leaned back and put 
his feet on the table. “I don’t think we’ve got much time to waste, 
Levi. And I thought we would do better if we worked alone, just you 
and me, with two top agents for liaison and working together. Your 
top man and my top man.” 

The Shin Bet man smiled. “My top man is a woman.” 


Hawk grunted at that. “My top man,” he said, “is not going to like 
that. He loves women, but he hates to work with them.” 

Levi Eban looked a bit concerned. “Then perhaps you had better 
not use him on this operation, David. It is most essential that our 
agents work in harmony.” 

Hawk smiled grimly. “They’ll work in harmony. My man obeys his 
orders, even though he hates my guts at times. Anyway I can’t get 
another man. This man is the best I’ve got—probably the best in the 
world at his job.” 

The other man gave Hawk a professional smile. “He is a killer, 
then?” 

“On orders. And sometimes not on orders, when someone needs 
killing. All right, Levi, let’s get down to details.” 

It was three hours before the man from Shin Bet left to fly back to 
Israel. When he had gone Hawk summoned his most private and 
trusted secretary, Delia Stokes. 

“Where is Nick Carter now, Delia?” 

Delia Stokes, who was astute and experienced enough to know 
when something big was cooking, and who was going to be working 
on it, had the answer on a slip of paper. 

“Gstaad, in Switzerland. Vacationing. With whom I don’t know.” 

“No matter,” said Hawk dryly. “That is none of our business. 
What’s his cover in this Gstaad, or however the hell you pronounce 
it?” 

Delia read from the slip of paper. “Mr. Robert Thomson, no P, from 
Chicago. A buyer for Marshall Field’s. In Switzerland to buy 
typewriters. Staying at the Unicorn Inn.” 

Hawk gave her some fairly complex instructions. When he had 
finished he said: “This is urgent, but not most urgent. Not yet. Use 
Code B, Method Z. Ordinary cable.” 

As Delia Stokes was leaving Hawk said: “How many times have I 
called him back from vacation in the past two years?” 

“This will make the fourth time.” Hawk grinned with a touch of 
malice. “This will really endear me to the lad, eh? It'll take a ton of 
snow to cool him off.” 


CHAPTER 3 


THE WOMAN said: “Nick, darling.” 

“Yes, Peg?” 

“My behind is beginning to freeze.” 

Nick Carter did not move except to shift a little more weight to his 
elbows so he would not crush her. Peg was not an especially small 
woman as women go, but compared to Nick she was tiny. 

He kissed her and murmured, “Why should I care about your 
behind, lovely though it is? Why should I show you any mercy? This 
whole nutty business was your idea.” 

“T know. I think I had too much brandy.” 

“You think!” He kissed her. “You were as drunk as a billy goat.” 

“T suppose I was, but not really on the brandy. At least not 
altogether. Part of it is this lovely place, and the moon just coming up 
and—most of all, having you again for a little time, Nick. Oh, God, 
Nick! I do love you so much!” 

They kissed for a long time. Finally she pushed away from him. 
“We really must be practical, darling. My behind is freezing. Let’s get 
back to the shelter cabin and thaw me out.” 

Nick Carter sighed in mock exasperation. “Women! Never satisfied. 
You find a nice warm cabin, with a fire, and they want to make love 
in the snow. You oblige them, at the risk of pneumonia, and they want 
to go back to the fire.” Nick himself was not cold and did not feel like 
moving. Now that his personal flame was quenched for the moment, 
he felt pervaded by an almost yoga-like calm; he would have liked to 
remain for a long time, staring at the moon riding over the Glacier des 
Diablerets. Such moments of calm, of freedom from danger and 
tension, were rare in the life of Nick Carter, N3, senior Killmaster for 
AXE. They were precious. 

“Please, darling! I really am getting cold.” 

“Suffer.” 

“Yow’re a cruel, hard, mean old man.” 

“Watch that ‘old’ bit,” said Nick. But he rolled over and got up. He 
stared down at her, laughed. “You’re not very much the dignified lady 
at the moment, you know. Vogue should see you now.” The magazine 
had recently done an eight-page spread on Peg and her lovely, palatial 
home in Grosse Pointe, Michigan. Peg was the wife of a famous 
Detroit industrialist, much older than herself. She had two children— 
the reason there had been no divorce—and yet she somehow managed 
to look about twenty-five. Nick saw her very infrequently, and always 
at some out-of-the-way spot. They had been sweethearts back when 


the world was young. 

“Help me up, darling.” 

Nick extended a big hand and lifted her like a feather. “Yes,” he 
laughed, “most undignified. If the Vogue editors could see you now 
they’d take away your high society card.” 

Peg giggled. “Lovers don’t have to be dignified.” She began to 
adjust her ski pants. 

Nick rolled up the tarp on which they had been lying in a little 
valley between snow banks. Might as well put it back in the shelter 
cabin, fifty yards away. Nick smiled. Somebody else might want to use 
it for a roll in the snow. 

Back in the shelter cabin the fire was still drowsing in the great 
stone fireplace. The cabin was a single large room, sparsely furnished 
with a long table and two benches. There was a tall wooden cabinet 
containing first aid and emergency food supplies; on the walls hung an 
array of skiing and mountain climbing equipment that looked as 
though they had never been used—ice axes, safety lines, a box of 
pitons in a corner. 

There was about a half a bottle of brandy left. Nick looked at Peg. 
“If I let you have a drink to warm you up, do you think you can make 
it back to the inn?” 

Peg stuck out her tongue at him. “Of course, silly. ’m cold sober 
now. And I do mean cold. Isn’t there any more wood?” She was in 
front of the fireplace trying to warm a fanny that Nick had to admit 
was about as perfectly formed as a man could want. 

There was a pile of small logs in a corner of the cabin. He tossed a 
couple on the fire. “Better save some for the next people,” he told her. 
“Wood is hard to get up here. They have to haul it up from Gstaad on 
the cable car.” The Unicorn Ion, where they were staying, perched 
aloof and lonely near the peak of Glacier des Diablerets, a small 
chalet-type inn that had, an aerie quality about it. For illicit lovers, 
Nick thought, it could not have been better. One stood out a little, to 
be sure, but there was no crowd. At the moment, in addition to Nick 
and Peg, there were only four other guests at the inn: a young German 
couple trying very hard to pretend that they were married—Nick 
smiled—and a very old couple who had spent their honeymoon at the 
Unicorn fifty years before. Immediately upon arrival Nick had given 
the inn, and the other guests, a good professional casing. He had been 
reassured. For now the Unicorn was a “safe” house. 

Peg came to sit beside him on a hard bench facing the fire. The 
flickering blue and yellow flames, as the fire bit into the new wood, 
provided the only light in the cabin. Nick lit cigarettes and they 
smoked and stared at the tiny whorls of flame. Peg put her head on 
his big shoulder. For a long time neither spoke. Outside the moon was 


riding high over Mont Blanc, painting the windows of the shelter with 
a rich silvery effulgence. 

Peg tossed her cigarette into the fire and turned to Nick. She said 
what they had both been thinking: “This is the last night, darling. I go 
back tomorrow.” 

Nick kissed her throat. “Where is he now?” He never mentioned 
her husband’s name. He never called Peg by her married name. Her 
maiden name had been Taylor, Margaret Taylor, and that is the way 
he thought of her. Now, as he gazed down at the top of that golden 
blonde head, and could inhale the delicate perfume she used, he 
wondered what it might have been like had Fate cast the dice 
differently. If he had chosen some other profession, could have lived a 
normal life. At this thought he smiled a little wryly. His profession, in 
a sense, had chosen him! David Hawk had recruited him and that had 
been pretty much that. At the thought of Hawk Nick’s hand went 
instinctively to his right forearm where, concealed by the heavy skiing 
sweater, the stiletto lay snug in its chamois sheath. Peg had never seen 
it, nor would she. When he wasn’t wearing it, which was most of the 
time, he hid it under the old-fashioned bathtub in their suite at the 
inn. The Luger, that nasty lady he called Wilhelmina, was in a false 
bottom of his suitcase. Along with a code book. An AXE agent, 
especially one holding rank of Killmaster, was never really free, never 
really off duty. 

“Paris,” said Peg. “He’s attending some sort of high level economic 
conference there. I—Nick! You aren’t listening, darling.” 

It was true. He had been staring into the fire and daydreaming. He 
shook himself out of it. Sentiment, and daydreaming, had no part in 
his life. Now or ever. 

He kissed her, holding her tightly, feeling the thrust of her fine 
breasts beneath the sweater. New desire began to rise in him. But not 
here, he told himself, not here. Later, at the inn, in a perfect setting. It 
was, after all, their last night together. It might be years before he saw 
her again. If he ever saw her again. In his profession it was not wise to 
make plans. 

“T’m sorry,” he said now. “What were you saying?” 

Peg repeated what she had said. Nick nodded absently. He couldn’t 
have cared less about her husband. He knew little about the man, 
other than the fact that he was important, very wealthy, and often 
enlisted by the United States—usually at the behest of the President— 
for delicate and “unofficial” tasks. 

Nick got up and began to pack their gear. “Come on,” he said a 
little gruffly. “Let’s get back. Since this is our last night we'll 
celebrate.” 

Peg glared at him. “Celebrate, you beast?” 


Nick jammed the brandy bottle into his knapsack. “You know what 
the poet said. Some poet or other. ‘Since there’s no help, come let us 
kiss and part.” 

Peg’s eyes were a peculiar shade of violet and blue. Now, as Nick 
Carter gazed into those eyes, he saw what he had seen so often. He 
knew that all he had to do was ask and she would go anywhere in the 
world with him. 

I wonder, thought Nick grimly, what Hawk would say if I asked for 
traveling expenses for two! 

They were ready. Nick pushed the logs back with his foot and put 
a screen before the fireplace. He took a last glance around. Everything 
was in order. He went outside where Peg was just snapping on her 
skis. 

“Go ahead,” he said. “I’ll catch you. And remember—when we get 
back to the inn we also go back to being Mr. and Mrs. Robert 
Thomson from Chicago.” 

Peg nodded gravely. “I know. With no P.” She had not—after a 
first time years before—asked Nick about his often mysterious 
movements, his frequent switch of names. She knew, and Nick knew 
that she knew, that he was engaged in some sort of deadly secret 
work. It was never mentioned. 

He handed Peg her ski poles. “Take off, then. Pll catch you and 
beat you to the inn.” 

Peg laughed, trying to recover some of the earlier ; gaiety of mood. 
“That, darling, will be the day.” She was an excellent skier. 

He watched her schuss away down the slope toward the distant 
lights of the Unicorn. It was a mild slope, really, for the inn stood very 
little below the level of the shelter cabin. Nick waited for a moment 
before donning his own skis, looking about him. The whole of the 
Glacier des Diablerets was now a vast silverscape as far as the eye 
could see. To his left he could see the yellow twinkle of lights in 
Reusch, a village eight miles from Gstaad, the latter little town being 
the ski terminus for this whole region of the Bernese Oberland. It was 
in Gstaad that you caught the little mountain train, the Montreux, 
Oberland, and Bernois—the locals and skiers simply called it the MOB 
—which made connections at both Montreux and Interlaken. 

Nick Carter gazed for a moment at the pale, silver-dollar moon and 
thought briefly about his back trail. He was sure that it was a good, 
hence a deceitful, one. He had begun laying it in Chicago, where he 
had switched identities. Then, until he had arrived in Switzerland, he 
had checked, and double-checked his backtrack at every opportunity. 
He had not been followed. On that he would stake his professional 
reputation. Then why, he asked himself now, this faint uneasiness? He 
stood now, his moon shadow elongated and made bulky by his ski 


togs, and sniffed at the breeze like some animal that has just caught 
the first, faint whiff of danger. A magnificent animal, trained to kill 
and survive. A little over six feet and two hundred pounds of cunning 
and stealth and awesome fury when it was required. A free tiger, as 
Hawk sometimes thought of him, that might be killed but never could 
be caged. 

Nick took another look at the lights of Reusch. From it he could 
trace the shadows of the cables leading up from the village to the 
Unicorn. The cable car was always kept at the Unicorn landing 
overnight, and it would have stopped running by now. 

Nick Carter shrugged. He was getting to be an old woman. Maybe 
his nerves were going at last. Perhaps his day had come, as it came to 
every agent, and he should find a new line of work. 

He picked up his ski poles and shoved away. Retire? He grinned at 
the thought. There was only one thing that was going to retire him 
and he knew it. Why kid himself. It was going to take a bullet. Or the 
equivalent. 

He went schussing away, straight as an arrow. Far ahead of him, 
nearing the inn now, he could see the black dot on white that was 
Peg. She was going to beat him. 

As Killmaster neared the inn he saw the cable car just lurching 
away from the landing on the downward trip to Reusch. Nick 
frowned. Unusual at this time of day. But maybe not, at that. Probably 
some new guests who were impatient and did not want to wait until 
morning. You simply paid extra and you got extra service. Money 
would buy anything in Switzerland. 

He found Peg waiting for him in the tiny bar. The host, who 
doubled as bartender at this time of year, was just mixing a martini. 

“Make it two,” said Nick as he slid onto a stool beside her. 

Peg leered at him. “I am sorry. I didn’t think you would make it so 
quickly on those old legs. As a matter of fact I thought of coming back 
and helping you. But then I remembered a certain brag about beating 
me and I thought you needed a lesson.” 

She was setting the tone of their last night together. Defiant gaiety. 
No sweet sorrow. It was, he thought, as good a way as any. 

He grinned at her now. “A gentleman,” he said, “always lets a lady 
beat him.” 

As the host, a grossly fat German, was pouring the drinks Nick said 
casually, “I saw the cable car going out. New guests?” 

“Ja, Herr Thomson. New guests. Who I do not yet know. They 
called from the village, you understand. I tell them the car is 
geschlossen. They insist. They have plenty of money, it appears, 
because they insist to hire it for a special trip.” The man shrugged his 
fat shoulders. “Who am I to turn down guests and money, especially at 


this time of year?” 

Nick nodded and let the matter drop. Probably only a skiing party 
of impatient kids. He and Peg finished their martinis, had another, and 
went up to their suite. Before he left the bar Nick arranged for a very 
special dinner to be served in the dining room, with candles and a 
bottle of the best Moselle, to be followed by champagne. The host was 
only too happy to reopen his kitchen. Ja, mein Herr! I personally will 
see to everything. Ja, mein Herr, everything of the very best. The 
fondue, perhaps? Or the ra-clette? 

As they went up the stairs to their suite Peg pretended to stagger 
and lean against him. “Really, darling. Wine and champagne! On top 
of brandy and two martinis. I do believe you’re trying to make a lush 
out of me.” 

Nick pinched her. “I am. Then, when I’ve gotten you drunk, I’m 
going to seduce you. I’m going to violate that lily white body.” 

Peg kissed his lean cheek. “You did both of those things, my 
darling, a long time ago. And very efficiently, too.” 

“We strive to please.” Obviously they were going to be gay and 
corny tonight, if it killed them both. 

In the hallway they passed the inn’s only chambermaid, a middle- 
aged woman nearly as fat as the host. She was carrying towels over 
her stout arm. For the new guests, no doubt. Nick was going to keep a 
very keen eye on the new guests. 

The woman nodded to them and spoke in a pleasantly slurred 
German. “Guten Abend.” 

They said good evening and went to their suite. It was the only 
“suite” boasted by the Unicorn and was furnished, as Peg at once 
remarked, in “early stupid.” The landlord had informed Nick that the 
suite was usually reserved for honeymooners. But if the Herr wished it 
could be arranged. It was a most magnificent suite. But also very 
expensive. 

Mine host had been right about one thing. It was expensive. 

Nick went straight to the bathroom, stripped the chamois sheath 
from his arm and hid it under the high, old-fashioned tub. Then he 
went into the bedroom. Peg was just taking off her ski things. Nick lit 
a cigarette. “Okay if I have the first bath?” 

“Go ahead, darling. I’ve got to get my things ready. If this is going 
to be such a gala evening I’ll wear an evening gown. The evening 
gown, because I only brought one.” 

Nick showered in the tub, beneath the rickety makeshift 
showerhead and ring. As he soaped his brawny body, that was so 
deceptively slim, he was again conscious of the lingering uneasiness. 
Damn it! He wished the feeling would go away. This was his last 
evening with Peg and he didn’t want it spoiled. He soaped a little too 


hard and felt slight pain as the soap struck a long red-raw scar on his 
left side just under the armpit. A nearly fatal memento of his last 
mission. That, he thought now, was something else that must puzzle 
the lady greatly. He had nearly a hundred scars on his big body. New 
scars, old scars, middle-aged scars. Yet she never questioned him 
about them. Only last evening she had stared at this new one, run her 
fingertips over it gently, kissed it and, apparently, forgotten it. 

Nick left the shower and toweled vigorously. He examined himself 
in the mirror and admitted that he was in good shape. Maybe a little 
too good. He had no belly—he never had a belly—but he had filled 
out a bit. Vacations did that to him. Hawk was always telling him it 
was a good thing. Hawk often said that Nick came back from a 
mission looking as though he had been pulled through a knothole and 
wrung out. No self-respecting cat, said Hawk, would have anything to 
do with him on these occasions. 

Killmaster spread shaving cream on his rather angular jaw. It was a 
good jaw, a strong jaw, and the face above it was a good face. 
Handsome, masculine, without being in any way pretty. The forehead 
was high and only now, just in the past year or so, were a few lines 
beginning to show. His hair was thick and dark brown and grew to a 
satanic widow’s peak. The nose was straight and, though there were 
some faint traces of battering, by some miracle it had never been 
broken. The mouth was well shaped, mobile and on the sensual side— 
on occasion it could thin to a bitter slash, a knife cut of a mouth that 
could project genuine hatred and fury. Killmaster did not hate easily, 
or often, but he hated well. 

The eyes were strange eyes. Roving, never still except in sleep, and 
changing color according to mood and circumstance. In his quiet 
moods they were a deep sea green. 

Nick regarded his face and body with a certain, rather smug, 
approval. He was not above vanity. It was, after all the years, a 
magnificent body. In prime condition. Hawk had once told a colleague 
that Nick Carter was as close to being indestructible as a human being 
could be. Nick stroked at his jaw with the razor and pondered the 
miracle—he had been shot, stabbed, burned, nearly drowned, damned 
near hanged, poisoned and just plain beaten. Yet here he was. Nick 
scraped his upper lip and began to whistle softly, a naughty little 
French tune he always whistled when he was pleased with himself. 

Peg was sitting on the bed smoking a cigarette when he came out 
of the bathroom wearing only white linen boxer shorts. As always she 
viewed his body—that beautiful brute body, she called it—with new 
surprise, as though she had never seen it before. 

What she said was: “You certainly took long enough. Admiring 
yourself in the mirror?” 


It was so near the mark that Nick winced a little. He took a 
cigarette and stretched out on the bed. “Very special night,” he told 
her cheerfully. “Very special preparations. Anyway, only wives have 
the right to nag.” 

Peg, at the bathroom door, turned and gave him a look. Then she 
closed the door behind her. A moment later he heard the shower start. 

Idiot! Why had he said that? Nick shook his head. Have to be 
careful tonight, damned careful. The veneer of gaiety was eggshell 
thin, and it would take very little to smash it. 

Peg came out of the bathroom naked, still toweling. She did not 
speak or look at him, but went straight to a low dressing table and 
began doing things to her hair and face. Nick lay on the bed smoking, 
and admired what he had so often possessed. 

He knew that she was at least thirty, yet she had the body of a girl. 
Of a late-teener who had matured early. She was fairly tall, about five- 
six, with a tiny waist that he spanned easily with his big hands. Her 
flesh, where it was not tanned, was pure milk. She sat, and walked, 
with a graceful flow. A proud, perfectly balanced stance that, without 
conscious provocation on her part (Nick wondered now if that were 
quite true. Weren’t females, any female, always a little provocative by 
intent?) pushed her sensational breasts ahead of her like the twin 
prows of a lovely ship. Nick, in the lines of Marvell, had adored each 
breast a thousand times. 

Peg began to dress. Nick enjoyed watching her dress, though as a 
rule it did not excite him as it was exciting him now. Perhaps, he 
thought as he became aware of the tumult in his groin, perhaps 
because it is the last night. Whatever it was, it was most effective. He 
was, to make no bones about it, falling into rut. Beginning to slaver. 

Peg stood up to adjust a black garter belt, then began to draw on 
long, dark-hued stockings. Nick watched with pleasure and did not tell 
his libido to be still. It was, after all, the last night. 

He wondered, just before he acted, if women were aware of the 
aphrodisiac effect of long black stockings on white legs. Were they 
innocent of intent to arouse, or did they use it just as a little whore’s 
trick? 

With growing desire he watched as she pulled each stocking up 
high and gartered it taut, extending each long slim leg before her as 
she did so. Finally he could stand no more. 

“Peg.” 

“Yes, darling?” 

“Come here.” 

He thought he detected a feigned innocence in her blue eyes as she 
obeyed. “Why?” 

Nick closed his eyes in mock annoyance. “Why? The woman asks 


why!” 

Peg stood by the side of the bed, staring down at him. “My God! 
You insatiable beast! Not again so soon!” 

“Yes,” said Nick Carter. “Again so soon.” He stretched a brawny 
arm and swept her down. 

Peg resisted for a moment. “No, you fool! Later. You'll get me all 
messed up, darling. And there’s dinner—it will be waiting and ...” 

“Now!” 

She leaned forward to kiss him and the tips of her breasts brushed 
his lips. She let out a great sigh and reached beneath her to achieve 
adjustment and position. A moment later she let out a sobbing moan: 
“Ohbhh, darling! Darling—darling—darling—” 

Nick was so far gone into the sexual mists that he could not at first 
identify the sound that intruded on their private frenzy. Just as he did 
sort it out, and tag it—the sound of the cable car coming into the 
landing—they both exploded and he could think of nothing. 

They lay for a long time afterward, side by side, silent and tender. 
Peg was the first to rouse herself. She slipped off the bed and smiled at 
him. “Now, you lecherous brute, I’ve got to do my face over! 
Everything. So I might as well take another bath. I always perspire 
when I make love.” 

Nick kept his eyes closed. “Not me. I’m as cool as a cucumber— 
now!” 

He heard the bathroom door close. He lay for a moment, willing 
himself to cast off lethargy, to emerge from the tristesse of spent love. 
He felt like a man with rubber bones. 

At last he forced himself up and began to dress. He had brought 
along a dinner jacket, just in case, and as he was inserting a cuff link 
he dropped it. It rolled under the bed. Nick cursed mildly and went 
after it. The link was, as they always are, squarely in the middle of the 
bed space. He had to crawl in a little way. 

He saw it immediately. The rectangular black box, like a thin box 
camera, that was wedged into the bed springs. He stared at it. It was 
as if someone had struck him a terrible blow over the heart. A tape 
recorder! A battery operated tape recorder, probably with an 
automatic timer that would switch off and on at the most appropriate 
times. Like now. Like after dark, and say perhaps until midnight, the 
hours when people were most likely to be in their rooms. Talking. 

Killmaster stared at the thing as though it were a poisonous snake. 
In a way it was. The damned tape had just recorded very word, every 
sigh, every moan and scream, every spang of bedspring. But for 
whom? Why? How? 

Nick Carter felt a deep disgust with himself. He had been so 
damned cocky, so damned sure of himself. So sure that the Unicorn 


was a safe house! He had searched for bugs, but it had been cursory 
and more the product of habit than anything else. Nick lay there with 
his face against the carpet and cursed himself for a stupid amateur. 
And yet he was no amateur. He was one of the world’s top pros. He 
had double-checked his backtrack a dozen times. He couldn’t have 
been followed! 

Yet here was the tape recorder, the all recording ear. Where had he 
slipped up? 

Nick reached for the black box, then pulled his hand back. No! No 
more mistakes. Someone had planted the thing there and someone 
would have to pick it up. Nick planned to be there when they did. 

He went to the bathroom and entered without knocking. This was 
no time for niceties. 

Peg was just stepping out of the shower. She took one look at his 
face and asked, “What’s wrong, darling?” 

“Get packed,” said Nick. “You’re getting out of here. Right now. 
Don’t ask any questions because I can’t give you any answers. Just do 
as you're told. And do it fast!” 

Peg nodded and began to obey, unspeaking. This was a new Nick, 
one she had never seen before. He frightened her. His face, especially 
around the eyes, reminded her of a death’s head. 


CHAPTER 4 


THE SUITE was dark and quiet. From the stair landing Nick heard 
the tall clock bong twice. He had been under the bed now for two 
hours, waiting. The Luger was tucked into his belt and the stiletto 
nestled patiently in the chamois sheath on his right forearm. 

They would come. Nick was sure of it. He was all Nick Carter now, 
all Killmaster. No longer the careless, sex-drugged fool who had 
slipped up so badly. He was also baffled, utterly and completely 
baffled for one of the few times in his life. 

Who the hell was it? Or they? The elderly couple? That seemed 
impossible, laughable. The young German couple pretending to be 
married? Possible, though not likely. Killmaster had a sixth sense 
about such matters and he had given them clearance. Who was left? 
Mine host? That fat gut? Still possible. The man’s wife, the cook, the 
chambermaid, the stupid man of all work? 

The two men who had come up in the cable car—he had vaguely 
heard it come in while he and Peg were making love—who had 
checked in and then had immediately gone skiing in the moonlight? 
Killmaster frowned in the gloom. That was odd behavior, to be sure, 
but the two men, whoever they were, had just arrived. The host had 
never seen them before. They couldn’t have planted the recorder. 
They could, he thought, be pretty sinister—or they could be a couple 
of nuts who liked to ski in the moonlight. A lot of people did. The 
young German couple, for instance, had just been returning from a 
moonlight ski when he came back to the inn after putting Peg on the 
cable car. They had been a nuisance in the little bar, telling him about 
the glories of moonlight on the glacier, while all the time he had been 
trying to squeeze some information out of the host. They had insisted 
on buying Nick a drink and telling him in guttural English—of which 
they were very proud—of the joys they had just experienced. 

Pests, yes, but they had given him an idea. 

Having elicited as much as he could from the landlord, not much, 
simply that the two strangers had registered and immediately gone off 
skiing—they were, already wearing ski togs, and was that not strange, 
Herr Thomson?—Nick went back to the suite and changed into his 
own ski togs. A glance beneath the bed showed him that the tape 
recorder was still there. That was his one fear, the ghost that haunted 
him until he slid under the bed to wait, that someone would sneak in 
and get the recorder while he was absent. They hadn’t. The thing was 
there now, just over his head, waiting, as Nick was waiting, for 
someone to come and claim it. 


Before going back downstairs Nick had turned off all the lights in 
the suite. He went to a window and raised it cautiously, soundlessly. 
He peered down into a well of shadow. The moon was well past the 
zenith and this side of the inn was in darkness. Under the window was 
a coil of stout rope attached to a bracket in the wainscot. It was the 
fire escape, primitive even for the Unicorn, but very much to his 
purpose now. Nick tossed the rope over the sill and put down the 
window. If the person after the recorder made a preliminary scout, a 
survey without committing themselves, an open window was sure to 
raise suspicion. Frighten them off. 

Nick’s task had been to create an illusion. To convince someone— 
the watcher—that he had indeed gone skiing. Then the trick was to 
double back and get into the room without being seen. It was not 
going to be easy, Killmaster thought as he went downstairs to 
announce that he also was going for a moonlight ski. And that was the 
chief difficulty—moonlight. So damned much moonlight! Nick found 
himself cursing Lady Luna and her silvery rays with all his heart. 

There was no help for it. He just had to forge ahead and hope. 
Hope that his enemy was as much an amateur as he, Nick Carter, had 
proven himself to be this timeout. Dolt! 

By this time the host was in such a dither that nothing could 
surprise or bother him much. First the so-beautiful dinner—ruined. He 
would have to eat it himself and he was already much too fat. Then 
the sudden arrival of the strange-acting guests. Then the abrupt 
departure of the Mrs. Thomson! But Herr Thomson did not go with his 
lovely wife—he stayed and now he wished to ski in the moonlight. 
Alone. Sonderbar! All very sonderbar! And yet all very profitable, too. 
Ja. Everything paid for and no complaints about the extra ten per cent 
he added. 

So when Nick had announced his intention of skiing romantically 
over the shining glacier the host had just stared at him dully and 
muttered, “Ja! Enjoy yourself, mein Herr!” 

Nick went around to the ski rack in the rear of the inn. This was 
the really tricky part, and if the watcher was alert he wasn’t going to 
get away with it. Killmaster was a little frantic now, lest at that very 
moment the recorder was being removed. He took his skis out of the 
rack and hid them in a snowbank near the corner of the inn, deep in 
shadow. Then he raced for the dangling rope and swarmed up it like 
an agile monkey on a string, using only his arms. 

He hung by one hand as he pushed the window up. Then he was in 
and moving like a big cat in the dark. He was already carrying the 
Luger and stiletto. He held his breath as he rolled under the bed and 
felt around in the springs. It was still there. 

That had been two hours ago. Now Killmaster was worried that the 


enemy would not come. Savagely he thought: What in hell is wrong 
with him, or her, or them? If his trick had worked they should think 
that he was still out skiing. A little late, perhaps, but he was an 
American and therefore a little crazy. 

Maybe it hadn’t worked. Maybe his opponent was too cagey. 
Maybe he was sitting somewhere at that very moment, laughing 
himself to death. Nick might have been observed hiding his skis and 
climbing the rope. Killmaster swore under his breath. Maybe a lot of 
things. Goddamn the luck— 

Someone was fumbling at the door. 

Killmaster tensed for a microsecond, then relaxed completely. Here 
it was. A fierce joy filled his heart. Action at last. He was going to get 
his hands on the bastard that had made a fool of him. 

He heard the door swing slowly open. Then a long silence as 
someone stood peering into the dark room. Nervous, thought Nick. 
Very nervous. And cautious. He was glad he had closed the window. 
An open window, a breeze riffling the curtains, would have spooked 
the visitor. 

Slow, heavy footsteps coming toward the bed. Nick put his hand 
over the sheath to dull the click of the mechanism and snapped the 
stiletto down into his right hand. 

They were going to work in darkness. Good. He functioned as well 
in the dark as in fight, sometimes better. 

He felt, sensed rather than saw, someone kneeling by the side of 
the bed. A hand was groping toward him. Killmaster waited patiently 
for the hand to come to him. No killing yet. He wanted a prisoner. 
Someone was going to talk. Loud and long. 

The hand touched his. A fat hand, calloused by hard work. The 
chambermaid! 

Nick grabbed the hand and put the point of the stiletto into the 
flabby wrist. 

“Ahhhhh—Gott! Gott in Himmel! Who?” 

“Beruhigen!” Nick’s voice snapped like a wolf trap. He spoke 
rapidly in German, loading every word with menace. Terror was the 
weapon now. 

“Do not scream. Say nothing at all.” He drew the stiletto 
suggestively across the fat wrist. “If you make another sound I will 
slash your wrist and let you bleed to death. If you do not make trouble 
I may let you live. Now you can answer me, but whisper. Very quietly. 
Do you understand what I have just said?” 

The answer was faint and laden with terror. “Ja, Herr! I 
understand. Ja—J a—I make no trouble. I wish no trouble. They said 
there would be no trouble.” The hand was trembling. 

“Very well. Perhaps I will let you go. Sit on the bed. If you try to 


escape I will kill you. Understand that?” 

“Ja.” 

Nick let the hand go. At the same time he rolled from beneath the 
bed on the opposite side. He heard the scrunch of springs as the big 
woman sank down on the bed. 

“Stay there,” he warned. “Don’t move.” He went to an old- 
fashioned bridge lamp and switched it on. 

The fat chambermaid blinked at him, surprise mingling with the 
fear on her round, flaccid face. “Herr Thomson! But you—Herr Josef 
said that—” 

“That I was having a moonlight ski, yes?” Nick made his face as 
forbidding as he could. He didn’t want to have to hurt or kill this poor 
dumb bitch. But he had to know who was using her. 

He took a few steps toward the bed, let her see the stiletto. Her 
pudgy dumpling face, already the color of dough, turned a shade 
whiter.- She cowered away from him. “Please, Herr Thomson! Please 
—do not harm me! I have done nothing. I swear it! I—” 

“Be quiet!” Nick held out the tape recorder for her to see. “Who 
paid you to plant that beneath the bed?” 

“The men,” she whispered. “The men in Gstaad! I go there, you 
understand, once a week to see my sister who works also in a 
Gasthaus. The men were kind to me, they bought me drinks and 
dinner and said that I could help them catch a spy. All I had to do was 
put the little box under the bed and then give it to them. I—” 

Killmaster cut off the flow of words. “These men? What sort of 
men?” 

The chambermaid stared at him with dull cow eyes. She shrugged. 
“What sort, Herr? Just men—agents of the police, they told me. They 
said I would get in trouble if I did not help them. They said the lady 
was a most dangerous spy and—” 

The lady! Nick began to see it, then. Or not so much to see it as to 
sense it with his professional intuition. 

He indicated a large leather chair. “Go sit in that chair.” 

She waddled to the chair and slumped into it. Nick stood behind 
her. The dirty blonde hair, graying now, was done into a tight bun on 
the nape of her neck. He placed the point of the stiletto just beneath 
the bun and pressed it into the flesh. The woman began to moan. 

“Mein Gott! Mein Gott!” 

“He can’t help you,” rasped Nick. “Maybe I can.” Always leave 
them a little hope. “If you tell the truth I will not kill you. If I think 
you are lying I am going to cut your throat.” 

She nodded. The fat rippled on her as tremors shook the big flabby 
body. He put just a little more pressure on the stiletto. 

“When did this happen? When did these men first approach you?” 


“Last week, Herr. They said I was to see in which room the lady 
stayed, then to put the box beneath the bed. I was shown how to wind 
it, to set it, you understand. To catch a dangerous spy, they said. As 
soon as the lady—” 

It was beginning to clear now. Nick Carter could feel a 
monumental laugh coming on. Talk about bunglers! 

Peg had arrived a day early. They had planned it that way because 
they did not want to be seen traveling together. 

“They were only interested in the lady, these men? Not 

She nodded. “Ja, Herr. So it seemed. I—you will not be offended, 
Herr? You will not harm me if I tell you what one of the men said?” 

“No. Tell me.” 

“One of the men laughed and—this I was not supposed to hear, I 
think—and said that you were a paid lover, perhaps.” 

Nick wanted to laugh, but dared not. It would have shattered the 
mood of terror he had built up. But it was all coming clear now. 

“These men spoke German, of course?” 

“Ja.” 

“The local dialect? The way you speak German around here? Think 
hard now.” He pressed the stiletto in a little deeper. There was a 
moment of silence as she racked her dull wits, silence broken only by 
her heavy, panting breathing. Finally, with a note of faint triumph, 
she said: “Nein! I think not from around here. Not Switzerland. I think 
maybe from Osten.” 

East. East Germany! Nick smiled. They had a clumsy apparatus. 
The word was, among the professionals, that East German Intelligence 
were driving their Russian mentors, KGB and GRU, nearly out of their 
minds. 

To hurry matters up he began to guess. He couldn’t spend all night 
with this poor slut. 

“These two men—they came up on the cable car tonight?” 

“Ja.” 

“They went skiing. They’re out there now, waiting for you to bring 
them the box?” 

“Ja, Herr. They are impatient, you understand. I could not leave 
here for another week. I have many duties and der Gastgeber would 
not like it. He would not permit—” 

“Never mind. Where are you supposed to meet these men?” 

“In the shelter cabin on the glacier, Herr.” 

“When?” 

“As soon the moon goes down. I am to give them the box and 
receive my money.” “They are there now, then?” 

“I suppose so, Herr.” 

“All right. Now I am going to ask you more questions—most 


important of all. If you lie I will know it and I will most certainly slit 
your fat throat. You understand?” 

The woman began to tremble again. “Ja—ja.” 

Nick held the tape recorder around in front of her. “This is the only 
box? There is no other?” 

“Ja, Herr. Only one.” 

“And you have not seen these men since they gave you this box? 
You have not taken them anything yet? This box has not been 
reloaded?” 

“Reloaded, Herr? I do not understand.” 

Slow witted cow! 

“TJ mean that you have not yet given these men anything? Nothing? 
You have not seen them again?” He had to be sure there were no 
other tapes. 

“T said that, Herr. Tonight only I was to see them. Only tonight. I 
am to receive my money and I am never to speak of this thing—” 

“That is a good idea,” said Nick. “Keep it in mind. When does the 
moon go down? What time?” Not that this poor creature would know. 

She surprised him. “A little after three o’clock, Herr.” 

He glanced at his watch. Damn! Far too long to wait. He had to get 
this business over with and be on his way. No use pushing his luck. 
One of those oafs might get to thinking, just might start casting 
around and come up with something. Unlikely, but he couldn’t chance 
it. This had to be done fast. He had the tape, the only tape, but it 
wasn’t enough. The two East German agents had to go, too. 

“Take off your dress,” Nick commanded. 

“Mein Gott, Herr! Please no! I am a respectable woman, a widow. I 
have two children and—” 

Killmaster had to strain to repress a laugh. To partially reassure 
her he took some of the menace from his voice. 

“T am not going to rape you.” God forbid! “It is just that I need the 
dress for a purpose. Now take it off!” 

The chambermaid stood up and stripped off the dress. Nick nodded 
in approval. With a little stretching, a little ripping here and there, he 
could get into it. He watched her tremble as he took the dress. She 
was wearing an old-fashioned camisole with blue ribbon trimmings. 
Her fat arms shimmered and wobbled as she crossed them over her 
mountainous breasts and stared at him. 

Her husband, Nick thought unkindly, probably isn’t dead at all. 
Just hiding. 

He tossed the dress on the bed along with the tape recorder. He 
pointed the stiletto at a closet door. One thing the suite did have was 
huge, capacious closets. “Go over there and stand.” 

She obeyed. Nick went to the window, keeping an eye on her, and 


slashed the escape rope from its bracket in the wainscot. He took it 
back to where she stood. “Lie down on the floor. I am going to tie you 
up. That is all. You are very fortunate that I do not kill you, but Iam a 
soft-hearted man. Take off your stockings, also. Yes, both of them.” 

He was hurrying now. He did a fast and expert job of tying her 
with lengths cut from the escape rope. Her ankles crossed and bound, 
her fat arms behind her, a length of rope running from wrists to ankles 
so that the more she strained the tighter the knots. He pushed a 
stocking into her mouth and bound it in place with the mate. All this 
time he was talking. He did not want to kill her, or even harm her, but 
she had to be kept quiet and out of the way until he could finish this 
job and be on his way. 

“You have been a fool,” he told her. “The lady is not a spy. The 
two men are spies! They have lied to you, used you, and if the Swiss 
police ever find out they will put you in prison for a long time.” 

The job was done. He started to drag her into the closet, still 
talking, embroidering freely now. “The lady is a very important 
person, an American who knows many secrets. These men wish to 
kidnap her, to torture her perhaps, to make her tell the secrets. But 
that was to be later. First they wished to learn all they could with the 
tape recorder—the little box. You are going to have a few hours to 
think, Witwe, and you had better think of a good story. If you are 
clever + you will not mention the box, or the two men, or me. You 
know how your police are about spies! So think hard. Burglars, 
perhaps? You can breathe?” 

She nodded, her eyes glassy over the stocking gag. 

“Good.” Nick tumbled her into the closet and patted her shoulder. 
“Guten Abend, Witwe. Pleasant dreams.” He was about to close the 
door when he remembered. “You can ski? You were going on skis to 
meet these men?” 

She stared up at him and nodded. 

Killmaster closed the door, checked to see that she would have 
enough air, then forgot her. 

He got into the tent-like dress and took a fast look at himself in the 
bathroom mirror. He would do. He ripped the dress down the middle 
so he could get at the Luger easily. The stiletto was no problem. If at 
all possible he wished to avoid gunfire. It carried far over ice and 
there was no point in attracting attention. 

He had to cover his head with something. The whole purpose of 
this masquerade was to enable him to get close to them in bright 
moonlight. They would be watching and they would be alert. They 
might even have night glasses. They were most certainly armed. Damn 
the moon. His approach to the cabin would have to be made over bare 
glacier, with no shred of cover. He would have to do a little acting. 


But they were expecting a big woman on skis—everyone could ski in 
this country—and they might swallow the illusion until he was close 
enough to engage. They could not have seen Peg leaving so hurriedly; 
as far as they knew everything was in order. They had duped a stupid 
peasant woman and all had gone well. They had no reason to be 
suspicious. His plan just might work. 

The bedspread was of wine-colored velveteen. Nick cut a strip from 
it and made himself a scarf, tying it to his satisfaction before the 
mirror. It looked okay. It might get him to within a dozen yards of 
them. A lot depended on how matters worked out and that, like any 
battle, he could not foretell in detail. Wait and see. 

He had been careful to cut the rope from the bottom end. Now he 
looped it into the wall bracket again and dropped it out the window. 
He turned off the light. He slid down the rope, dropping the last six 
feet into a snow bank. He dug his skis out of the snow and snapped 
them on, then went veering down into a little gully that would 
conceal him until he was well away from the inn. 

After a few minutes he stopped and tore the tape from the 
recorder. He trampled it deep into the snow, but kept the case. He was 
going to hold that in his hand for them to see as he approached the 
shelter cabin. It was just that much more of an edge. 

The configuration of the glacier around the Unicorn was such that 
he could have gone downhill, a gentle slope, until he was behind the 
shelter hut. But then there would be a steep climb, two hundred yards 
or so of ladder climbing, or herring bone, and all that time he would 
be exposed to the view of anyone looking from the rear window. In 
his mind Nick reviewed the interior of the hut where he and Peg had 
spent that afternoon and early evening. He smiled faintly as he 
recalled the love-making in the snow. Nutty girl! In his own teen days 
they had called such love-making a “coolie.” 

There were two small windows at the front of the hut, a single 
large one, a picture window, in the rear that overlooked the view. 

He decided on the front approach. They would be expecting the 
woman to come from that direction, for one thing. If they saw her—or 
what they thought was her—making the steep approach from the back 
they would be suspicious. Or at least more alert. He had better take 
his chances on the frontal approach. 

He pushed off with his ski poles, choosing the contours of terrain 
carefully, so as to do the least “walking.” In a minute or two he was 
out on the glistening white plain, a grotesque figure moving under the 
glistening pale wheel of moon. 

As he went he worked the thing out in his mind. It was, as the 
French said, to laugh! To laugh enormously. Those two clowns in the 
hut had made the boo-boo of all time! They had Nick Carter, relaxed 


and off guard—as much as he ever was—and they hadn’t known it. 
They didn’t care about him. They figured him to be a lover, that was 
all. They had been after Peg all along. Poor darling Peg, who hadn’t 
the faintest idea what it was all about. 

Out of his long experience and vast professionalism Killmaster 
could fill in the blanks as though he had planned the thing himself. It 
was a routine operation, maybe even a “make work” operation just to 
keep the agents busy and sharp. 

Peg’s husband was an important man. Probably only a few people 
knew how important. He would carry a lot of secrets around. It-would 
be routine for them to watch a man like that, always hoping that 
something would turn up. The Russians would have taught them that 
—to be patient and overlook nothing. Gold, in espionage as in 
anything else, is where you find it. 

Some brain had come up with the idea of watching Peg as well as 
her husband—and had lucked into this little interlude. (Here Nick 
wondered just how many of these little jaunts Peg made, if any, and if 
she had another lover. He pushed the thought away. He loved Peg 
Taylor, as much as he loved, or could love, any woman. But what she 
did when he was gone was her own affair.) 

The point was that the East German boys had thought they were 
on to something promising. Nothing really hot, nor spectacular, but 
something that might possibly yield dividends in the future. If they 
got enough on Peg they could blackmail her. They could try, at least. 
No harm there. Peg might know a few of her huband’s secrets. If she 
didn’t they could put the pressure on, make her do a little spying for 
them. They might even have hoped to get directly to the husband, 
who was something of a stuffed shirt and conceivably might go to 
some lengths to prevent a scandal. It had happened before; it would 
happen again. The bastards never tired of casting their nets and no 
catch was too small. They never threw a fish back. Nick thought of 
Peg, of her character as he knew it, and he laughed aloud, a wolf 
sound in the brisk air. She would have told them to go to hell! 

He was getting close to the shelter hut now. Soon he would have to 
start cross-stepping up the slope that led to the front door. Nick 
wished he knew more about imitating a fat woman on skis. 

One thing—they would not be expecting her so soon. The moon 
was still high in the west. With luck he might get all the way to the 
door before being spotted. He began to plan his moves beforehand. If 
he could get to the door and could burst in on them, he might get one 
with the stiletto and get his hands on the other before they realized 
what was happening. His last time in the States Nick had practiced 
long hours at throwing the stiletto. He had had a little weight, 
additional heft, added to the hilt. Now they would see just how good 


he was. If he could take one of them out immediately the remaining 
man should be a cinch. They would—he hoped—be as loath as he was 
to use firearms in the still night. 

Yet he couldn’t count on that They were bunglers, Dummkopfs! As 
such they might get panicky and start shooting. Nick eased the Luger 
in his belt. He had recently been issued a new FBI-type belt holster, 
but it took up too much room in the false bottom of his suitcase and 
he had left it behind. No matter. 

He very nearly did it. He was within a dozen yards of the hut when 
the door opened. A thickset man appeared in the doorway. He was 
carrying a heavy automatic. “Wer?” 

Nick waved the recorder case in the air, then bent to remove his 
skis. The move masked his face for just a moment, prolonged the 
illusion just long enough. As he fumbled with his skis Nick watched 
the man from the corner of his eye. 

The man took a step toward Nick. Behind him, inside the hut, the 
other agent said something which Nick did not catch. 

“You are early,” the man with the gun said. There was an angry 
note in his voice. His German was that of Berlin. “It is dangerous to 
come snooping around here at the wrong time, you stupid fat fool. 
You brought the black box?” 

Nick, still fumbling with the ski and keeping his face turned away, 
nodded and waved the box again. 

“What in hell is the matter with you?” Suspicious now. “Can’t you 
talk?” 

Nick snapped the stiletto down into his hand. The agent in the hut 
spoke again. Querulous now. In a moment he would be coming to the 
door. Nick didn’t want them both at once. 

The agent with the gun had moved closer. The hand gun had been 
dangling at his side. Now it started to come up. “Gott,” said the man. 
“There is something wrong—” 

Nick threw the stiletto. 

The nasty steel needle took the man on the left side, just under the 
heart. He stopped and gasped, stood staring down at his death in 
disbelief. 

Nick Carter leaped. He kicked the gun from the man’s hand and 
plucked at the stiletto. It was already slippery with blood and his 
fingers slid away. No time to try again. He rammed the man aside and 
went slamming into the hut. 

His brain recorded the scene like a high speed camera, missing no 
important detail. The fire blazing well, the only light in the hut. The 
bottle of kummel on the long table, along with bread and a roll of 
sausage. The second agent, puzzled now, just rising from a bench 
before the fire, staring at this apparition in a dress that came storming 


out of the night. Time was frozen for just one split second as they 
stared at each other. 

The daggered man, dying in the snow, managed two last strangled 
words: “Hilfe—hilfe—” 

The remaining agent reached for his armpit. Nick leaped at him. 
The man lost his nerve, turned and ran, heading for the big picture 
window at the rear of the hut. If he crashed through the window and 
got away, loose on the glacier for just a few moments, Nick knew he 
was in trouble. There was sure to be gunfire, for one thing; and always 
there was the possibility of encountering other moonlight skiers from 
the nearby village. 

Nick went down the table in a long belly-whopper. He caught the 
man from behind just as he was about to take a header through the 
window. The fellow was big, thick shouldered and strong. He brought 
his elbow around in a vicious half swing that rocked Nick’s head back. 
Nick got one arm around the man’s neck and pulled him back on the 
table. The man writhed, managed to half turn and tried to kick Nick in 
the groin. Nick guarded himself with a knee and put the pressure on 
the man’s neck. The trouble was the man’s build. He was squat and 
powerful and had very little neck. He knew a few tricks, too. He 
wedged his chin down, preventing Nick from strangling him, then 
brought his head back sharply into the AXE-man’s face. The room 
spun and turned red for an instant. The man made a full turn and 
clawed at Nick’s eyes, all the time making frantic efforts to get to his 
shoulder holster. 

Killmaster chopped at a wrist and felt it go. The man groaned, but 
he was still full of fight. He swung a left at Nick that landed on his 
ear. Nick countered with a short chopping right that would have put 
most men out, but the German agent just blinked and butted Nick in 
the chest. 

With the man’s right wrist smashed there was no danger from the 
gun. Nick threw another hard right. The man stepped inside and 
butted Nick in the face. Nick fell backward on the table, bringing the 
agent with him. He put his feet in the thick belly, yanked at the man’s 
arms and tossed him back over his head. The man came down flat on 
his back, the table jarring and shaking under the impact. 

Killmaster hammered a big first down at the man’s face, swinging 
it the way a butcher swings a cleaver. The German agent moved in 
time and Nick got a fistful of splinters. The man tried to scrabble off 
the table. Nick went after him, mindful of the gun in the shoulder 
holster. If the guy could get to it— 

He was trying just that. For the space of a breath he was free of 
Nick. He fumbled frantically with his good left hand, at an awkward 
angle, trying to get the gun out of the holster beneath his left armpit. 


The gun was sliding into view as Nick, using the table for leverage, 
launched himself at the man like a lance. He put both his heavy skiing 
boots into the man’s face. The agent dropped the gun and whirled, 
crying out, lurching backward. He fell on his broken wrist, and 
screamed in animal agony. He was on his hands and knees now, still 
trying to get up. Killmaster admitted that this enemy was tough and a 
fighter. Admitted it just as he shoved the man. head first into the 
fireplace. 

The agent’s face smashed into the burning logs. He began to 
scream again. There was a terrible smell of burning hair and flesh. The 
man writhed and twisted and screamed and beat at the stone hearth 
with his hands. 

Sanity returned. Nick was not a cruel man. He took out the Luger, 
reversed it, and broke the man’s neck with a single blow of the butt. 
The man went limp. Nick grabbed the feet and pulled the body out of 
the fire. Nick ripped off the dress and wrapped it around the dead 
man’s head. Then he went to the bench and sat down. He was 
breathing a little hard. He wasn’t in such good condition after all. Too 
much vacation. Too much sex. Too much booze. So thinking he took a 
swig of the kummel. 

After a few deep breaths he went to the door. The moon was still 
pretty high. No help for it, then. He would just have to work in clear 
moonlight and take his chances. 

He pulled the stiletto out of the dead man, jabbed it into the snow 
a few times to clean it, then put it back in the scabbard. He stood for a 
moment looking down at the dead man, thinking. A macabre thought 
struck him: he might make snow men out of them! Leave them 
standing up here on the glacier for eternity. The snow and ice never 
melted on the Glacier des Diablerets. 

Snap out of it, he told himself. You’re getting spooky. He set to 
work. With the belts of the two dead men, and their skis, he built a 
crude sled. He did not bother to go through their pockets. He knew he 
would find nothing—they weren’t that dumb—and there was no time. 
He burned their ski coats and caps and the dress and scarf. As he 
worked he drank the kummel and gnawed on the sausage roll. 

He made sure that both of their guns were in their holsters. Half an 
hour later he surveyed the hut and was satisfied. Nothing to show that 
two men had been killed here tonight and, even more important, 
nothing to indicate that Nick Carter had been here. 

Nick took an ice axe from the wall. Now for the real work. He 
went outside and put on his skis, fastened a short length of safety line 
that he had taken from the hut to the makeshift sled and started off 
over the glacier. 

It took him the better part of an hour to chop a narrow grave in 


the ice and roll them in. After a last check around the grave he filled it 
in and packed it down. He doubted they would ever be found. After a 
time some clerk in East Berlin’s Abwehr would move their files into 
the Missing, Presumed Dead section. 

Nick returned the ice axe to the shelter hut. Then he pushed away 
down the slope, schussing for the Unicorn. It had been nothing but a 
sideshow, he thought as he gained speed and the icy air crisped his 
face. Just one of those tangential little affairs that an agent runs into 
now and again. But Peg was safe and the skirmish had afforded Nick a 
little practice. Nothing, he thought, like keeping your hand in. He 
knew, then, that he was ready to go back to work. Nick began to 
whistle, very softly, the little French tune about the naughty ladies. 

He approached the inn from the darkest side, stopping to look and 
listen. A few lights glowed here and there. He could see the host— 
Herr Josef?—moving behind his tiny desk. Nick considered. Either 
Elsie the cow was still safe in the closet, or she had gotten loose and 
was keeping her mouth shut. 

The cable car was in. It was self-operated, much as an elevator, but 
the power was controlled from the inn. And that, he thought with a 
wry smile, is going to cost me— cost AXE—another bundle of francs! 

He found the telephone line and cut it before he entered the inn. 
He put his skis in the rack, then walked around and entered the lobby 
with a great show of gusto and joie de vivre. He stomped his feet 
energetically on the tile flooring and flapped his arms. 

“Beautiful out there,” he beamed at the host. “Just absolutely 
beautiful! Too bad my wife had to miss it.” 

The Gastgeber regarded Nick with a weary and jaundiced eye. He 
looked like a fat Franklin Pangborn. The truth was that the host had 
just about had it! All this coming and going! Dinners that were not 
eaten. A chambermaid who had somehow acquired the trick of 
disappearing into thin air. Two guests who registered, then went 
skiing and never came back. A phone—he had just tried to call his 
sister and moan on her shoulder—a phone that didn’t work. And, now, 
a crazy cable for this huge idiot who was stomping around and 
gibbering at him. 

His voice quavered as he extended the message he had copied from 
the office in Gstaad. “A cable for you, Herr Thomson. It came an hour 
ago.” His hand shook as he handed it to Nick. 

That Hawk is a mind reader, Nick thought as he took the cable and 
glanced at the first line. The man had transcribed it in German. He 
was aware of the Gastgeber watching him closely. 

The first line of the cable—it was long—read: The wolf has eaten 
Grandmother—can you loan us a stomach pump— 

Nick folded it and put it in his pocket. Code B. He could decode it 


on the run. He turned to the owner. “Looks like I'll have to leave at 
once. Important business. You’ll turn on the power? I’ll be down as 
soon as I change and pack.” 

The Gastgeber opened his mouth, then closed it. What use? It was 
just one of those crazy nights. He looked at the huge wad of francs 
that Nick was counting out. “Of course,” Nick said smoothly, “I expect 
to pay extra for all this trouble I’m causing.” 

“No trouble,” the man said weakly. “I-I will turn on the power, 
Herr.” 

He watched Nick go up the stairs. When the big man was out of 
sight the Gastgeber put his hands into his scanty hair and tugged until 
it hurt. 

The chambermaid was still in the closet. She stared up at him with 
scared eyes. Nick winked at her, said “good girl,” then got busy. He 
was downstairs again in fifteen minutes. The Gastgeber said: “I have 
turned on the power, Herr.” 

“Thanks.” Nick picked up his two heavy suitcases and started for 
the door. “Come back again,” said the Gastgeber. 

Nick waved a hand and went out the door. He very much doubted 
that he would ever come back. 

As the car slid down the long incline to Reusch he stood looking 
down at the livid desert so far below. The car began crossing a vast 
abyss on the way to Cabane des Diablerets—here he was ten thousand 
feet high and the abyss six thousand feet deep—and he glanced back 
and saw the black speck of the shelter hut. A lonely way to lie, he 
thought. Forever, with the ice preserving your flesh and bones. The 
wax and the bones. Forever. It was going to be mighty cold in that 
grave. 

He put the thought away from him. It was all part of the job. You 
did it and then you forgot it. He fingered the cable in his pocket and 
wondered where Hawk was sending him this time. He hoped it was 
somewhere warm. 

He changed cars at the Cabane and dropped rapidly to Col du 
Pillon. For a time it appeared that he would be stuck for the night, but 
a sleepy taxi driver, routed from his bed, finally agreed to take him 
straight into Gstaad. For another wad of francs. Simpson, the AXE 
money beagle, was just going to love this expense account. 

Nick did not want to wait for the MOB in the morning. He wanted 
to get out of Switzerland as fast as he could. He had the taxi take him 
directly to a small airstrip a little way out of Gstaad. There he rented a 
light plane to fly him to Geneva. He went to ground in a cheap hotel 
and worked out the coded cable. Not much use in running in the 
wrong direction. 

Before he boarded a jet at Geneva International Airport he sent a 


cable to the Gastgeber of the Unicorn Inn, telling him where to find 
his chambermaid. As the jet seared off the runway Nick wondered, 
with slight amusement, what sort of story the woman had cooked up. 

Nick chuckled. The poor Gastgeber had looked like shrinker 
material when Nick left. If the cops came swarming around it wasn’t 
going to improve his outlook much. 


CHAPTER 5 


HAWK’S instructions, once Nick waded through the make weight 
and nonsense words intended to baffle and confuse any interceptor, 
were simply to proceed to Tangier and the American Consulate 
General. There, on a safe scrambler phone, Nick was to call Hawk. 
That was all. Hawk would never put anything of real importance in a 
coded cable. A good code cannot be broken, but code books can be 
lost or stolen. 

Killmaster landed at Tangier Airport early that same evening. He 
allowed a toothless Arab in a dirty brown djellaba to carry his two 
heavy bags to a taxi and was driven stright to the American Consulate 
General on the Chemin des Amoureux. Lovers’ Lane! Nick smiled 
faintly as the taxi stopped before the Consulate. He had thought only 
briefly of Peg on the flight down to Tangier. That was over for now. 
Perhaps he would see her again, perhaps not. Inshallah, as the Arabs 
said. The will of God. Meantime there was work at hand. It must, Nick 
thought as he went up the Consulate steps, be pretty important work 
for the old man to call him off vacation again. He was just as happy to 
be back in harness, but he wasn’t going to let Hawk know that. This 
thing was getting to be a habit! 

After he had satisfied the Consulate’s security people—they seemed 
to be expecting him—by showing the tiny gold badge with the AXE 
hatchet symbol, he was shown to a private security room. It had a 
table and a chair, a wastebasket equipped with an electric shredder. 
On the table was a red telephone. Near the phone, neatly arranged, 
were half a dozen well-sharpened pencils and a pad of paper so thick 
that indentations would not go through to the underlying sheet. 

Nick dialed through. It would be early afternoon in Washington. 

Delia Stokes came on the line. Nick said: “N3 here. I’m in Tangier. 
The old man around?” 

Delia chuckled. “He’s sitting in there staring at the phone. And you 
had better not let him hear you calling him the ‘old man.’ You know 
how he feels about that.” 

“You'll never snitch, will you, sweetheart? Put me through, huh?” 

A moment later Hawk came on the line: “It took you long enough 
to get to Tangier, Nick. You have to ski all the way?” 

“Dog sled,” Nick said cheerfully. “Actually, sir, there were a few 
slight complications. Slight, but time consuming. What’s up, sir?” 

“Plenty is up,” Hawk said gruffly. “First thing for you to 
understand—this is a Code Doomsday operation!” 

Nick whistled soundlessly. Most urgent and top priority. 


His Chief spoke for ten minutes, with Nick grunting an affirmative 
now and then and making notes in his private shorthand. 

Finally Hawk said: “Got the picture?” 

“Yes, sir. It’s pretty clear. But if I’m going to work in Israel, sir, 
why do I have to make a contact in Marrakesh? That’s a long way 
from Israel.” 

“Because they want it that way,” said Hawk tartly. “A lot of things 
have been popping and Shin Bet is right on top of them. It’s their 
backyard, not ours, and we’ve got to play it their way. The Israelis 
have built a terrific agent network all through the Middle East. They 
had to, to survive. It cost a lot of time and money and blood. We’d be 
damned fools not to take advantage of it.” 

“T agree to that, sir. But—” 

“But nothing, lad!” Nick could hear the crackle of cellophane as 
Hawk unwrapped one of his terrible cigars. “There is something else,” 
Hawk said. Was there just the faintest hint of amusement, or gloat, in 
his gravelly voice? 

“This contact,” Hawk went on, “is a woman. Their top agent. She is 
to be chief of mission, N3. You understand that?” 

Nick frowned at the phone. “I understand English as well as the 
next man, sir. But it’s a revolting development, as some character on 
TV used to say. I—” 

“William Bendix,” said Hawk, who was an avid watcher of the 
idiot box. He especially liked the spy stories which, he claimed, 
brought a little laughter into his soured old life. 

Now he said, in a tone that brooked no misunderstanding, “You 
will take orders from this Israeli agent! And that is an order. Got it?” 

“Got it, sir.” 

“Okay. I know you don’t like working with a woman, much less 
taking orders from one, but this time it has to be. Now, what cover are 
you using?” 

Nick told him. 

“Not compromised in any way?” 

Nick Carter thought fast. They would have found the chambermaid 
by now, and eventually the Swiss police would be called in about the 
two missing men, but for now he reckoned that Robert Thomson, no 
P, was safe. It was a hell of a lot of trouble to switch identities. All 
those papers to be forged. 

“Not compromised,” he told Hawk. He hadn’t mentioned his 
extracurricular killing and he had no intention of doing so. What 
Hawk didn’t know couldn’t hurt him—Nick, that is. 

“Then continue to use it,” Hawk said. “For now, anyway. If I have 
to get in touch with you I’ll do it through Shin Bet. Better be on your 
way.” 


“Yes, sir. Goodbye, sir.” 

“Goodbye.” Then, in a softer tone, “Good luck, son.” 

That had been last evening. Now Killmaster stood looking out the 
window of his room in the Hotel Alcazar. His view was to the west 
and the pinky-reds of Marrakesh glowed a soft pastel in the red-gold 
aura of the setting sun. He had remained in the hotel all day, waiting 
for a contact that never came. Nick left the window and began to pace 
again. He was wearing a path in the nap of the exquisite Oriental. 
Damn and double damn! Why didn’t something happen? He had 
cleaned the Luger half a dozen times, wearing away a little more of 
the bluing. He had washed away the minutest speck of blood from the 
stiletto, then practiced for hours throwing at a pile of magazines. He 
had taken four showers and shaved twice. He had sent out for a map 
of Israel and the surrounding countries and studied it with great care. 
And now, damn it, he had run out of things to do. 

He went down to the hotel bar for a drink. It was a large, oval bar 
and, at this hour of the aperitif, well crowded. Nick ordered a martini 
and sat staring at the olive, wondering if it was bugged. He smiled. 
What a lot of crap that was! The layman’s idea of espionage work was 
pretty damned fanciful at times. 

Only gradually did he become aware of the striking blonde sitting 
nine or ten stools to his right. Striking was the word. She wore a light 
blue dress, very short. She had her legs crossed and the view of nylon 
and flesh was spectacular. She wore her hair, a rich corn yellow, piled 
high on her head. 

She had given Nick a single casual glance when he sat down, then 
had looked away in apparent disdain. She sat easily, chatting now and 
then with the bartender, but mostly gazing straight ahead of her as 
she sipped her drink and smoked cigarettes. 

For lack of anything better to do, and because he was bored, Nick 
began to watch the blonde from the corner of his eye. If she was 
aware of the scrutiny she made no sign. 

Ten minutes later he was telling himself that this blonde must be 
the coldest stuff in town. He watched as she turned down four men 
who offered to buy her drinks. Three of them, the first three, she froze 
with a single gelid word—NO! The fourth man, a slim dark man in a 
fez and a beautifully cut lounge suit, tried to argue the point. The 
blonde stared at him, then called to the bartender. The bartender 
spoke to the man and that was that. 

Just as Nick was tiring of the watching game the blonde prepared 
to leave. He watched with appreciation as she swung on the stool and 
uncrossed her legs. There was not, he noted, an ounce of surplus flesh 
on her. He had the idea that she might be an athlete of some kind, 
perhaps a champion swimmer or tennis player. 


The blonde passed within a yard of Nick. He caught a whiff of 
expensive perfume. Without moving her lips and in a voice that only 
Nick could hear in the crowded, noisy room, the blonde said: “Go to 
your room and stay there.” 

Killmaster did not look at her. In the mirror he watched her, tall, 
graceful, with very little buttock movement, leave the bar. He sipped 
his martini, had one more, then went back up to his room. 

Twilight was falling now, casting a purple shroud over Marrakesh, 
as Nick stood smoking a cigarette and gazing at the 800-year-old 
Koutoubia mosque. Beyond the mosque was the dark loom of the Atlas 
Mountains. The room was air conditioned and the windows sealed, 
but through the glass, very faintly, he heard the voice of a muezzin 
calling the faithful to evening prayer. 

La ilaha ilia A llah. 

The phone tinkled. 

Nick picked it up and said, “Yes?” 

The voice was not identifiable as male or female. It was just a 
voice. Speaking through a handkerchief, he thought, and at an angle 
to the mouthpiece. 

The voice said: “Be in the old socco at nine tonight. A prostitute 
will accost you. She will say, ‘For you there will be nothing to pay.’ 
You will go with her. She will take you to Grenade. Trust her.” 

There was a click as the caller hung up. Nick stared at the phone 
for a moment, then put it down. Grenade! The code name of the 
Israeli agent. He lit another cigarette and began to pace again. So they 
had made the contact at last. It had damned well taken them long 
enough! 

The blonde in the bar? Was she Grenade? Or just a go-between? 
Nick shrugged. What matter? The important thing was that the game 
was at last getting under way. 

At nine that evening he was in the old socco, the ancient market 
place of Marrakesh. It was a late hour for Moslems, but the place was 
alive and jumping. Veiled women were haggling at dozens of tiny 
stalls lining the irregular square. Carbide and oil lamps cast a fluttery 
white and yellow light over the debris-slick cobbles. The scent of fruit 
and vegetables mingled with that of urine and sweat and the mold of 
time itself. Nick, wandering aimlessly, watched as a live baby lamb 
changed hands. Poor little bastard. In an hour or so he was going to 
get his throat cut. The thought occurred to him that he, too, might be 
in line for something like that. 

The stiletto was in its chamois sheath on his right forearm, the 
Luger nestling in a holster he had obtained from the Consulate in 
Tangier. They kept a stock of such things for emergencies. Nick smiled 
as he walked on around the socco. He had had to sign for the holster 


and he knew that eventually the requisition would end up on old 
Simpson’s desk and AXE would have to pay for it. Romance, he 
thought, whatever happened to you? Red tape is king. 

He strolled past a line of tethered donkeys, tiny beasts trampling 
around in their own ordure, that had borne towering loads of produce 
into the market that morning. He stopped to light a cigarette against 
the smells and, gazing at the busy scene, hearing the babble of a 
dozen tongues, was glad that the prostitute was going to contact him 
and not the other way round. How in hell could you tell a whore from 
a respectable matron? They all wore loose robes that made them 
shapeless, and they all wore yashmaks. 

He soon found out. As he entered a shadow-clotted corner of the 
socco he was accosted by a fat woman wearing western clothes. So 
that was the gimmick. The woman was grotesque, with huge breasts 
and a badly painted face. She caught at Nick’s arm. 

“You come with me, honeyman?” Her English was slow, labored. 
She had obviously picked up and memorized a few phrases for dealing 
with white men. 

She tugged hard at his sleeve. “You come, yes? I show you a hot 
time, lover boy.” 

Nick pulled away. “Not tonight, sweetheart. You’re too lovely. My 
heart wouldn’t stand it.” 

Next he was importuned by a small boy trying to sell his sister. 
Nick gave him a few dirham and wandered on. He passed a line of 
badly lit stalls where artisans were working on shoes and saddles. As 
he moved into the shadows beyond the carbide flares a woman 
stepped from a dark doorway. Nick sensed that she had been watching 
him for some time. She was wearing a robe and the inevitable veil. 
She spoke perfect, only slightly accented English, in a voice so low 
that he could barely hear her. 

“Tf you will come with me, please? For you there will be nothing to 
pay.” 

“Tm your boy,” said Nick Carter. “I always like a bargain.” 

A pair of long, cool dark eyes considered him over the yashmak. 
Those veils, Nick thought, give them a hell of an advantage. You can’t 
read an expression if you can’t see it. 

The woman turned on her heel, the loose robes flouncing about 
her. “Follow me, please.” 

She walked rapidly, her soft heel-less shoes making a slip-slopping 
sound on the cobbles of the narrow, twisting streets through which 
she led him. She did not speak or glance back. 

The streets grew narrower, dirtier, steeper. The stench of human 
and animal excreta in the gutters was overpowering. She was taking 
him into the very heart of the Cas-bah where, Nick supposed, the cops 


traveled in threes and fours. If at all. 

She stopped before a gate set in a tall whitewashed wall. She stood 
aside for him to enter first. “Whew,” said Nick. “I’m as lost as a man 
can get. On this trip, at night, you don’t need a blindfold.” 

“That was the idea,” she said. He noted a change in her voice. 
Louder now, and firm with authority. This, he told himself, has got to 
be Grenade! 

They entered a small courtyard. The moon was rising and Nick 
could make out a few palm, olive and orange trees. From somewhere 
came the scent of purple bougainvillaea. The house was large, 
squarish and built of masonry, distempered in a pink red that caught 
the rays of the climbing moon. 

“This way,” she said. She led him into the house by a side door. 
The moment he entered Nick knew that this was the McCoy, a real 
house of women. You could smell them, as though the scent of oiled 
and perfumed bodies had permeated the walls and the floors over the 
years. From somewhere came the soft up and down susurration of 
female voices. Then the strangely intrusive sound of male laughter. 

She led him down a narrow corridor. As if guessing his thoughts, 
she said: “Yes, Mr. Carter, this is a house of prostitution. A very high 
class one, I might add. The women here are all Ouled Nail, if that 
means anything to you.” 

“T’ve heard of them,” Nick murmured. The Ouled Nail women were 
prostitutes by tradition. With them it was an honorable profession. 
They worked only long enough to accumulate a dowry, then they 
went back to their tribe and married. 

She opened a door and stood aside for him to enter. A soft waft of 
burning sandalwood struck his nostrils. She came into the room and 
closed the door and he heard her moving surely in the dark. There 
was a Click and a ceiling light flashed on, showering the room with 
stark brilliance. It was at least a 100 watt bulb. Killmaster stood 
blinking for a moment, adjusting his vision. Then he got his first look 
at the woman he was to know only as Sabra. 


CHAPTER 6 


THE ROOM was a pool of white light. For a moment they faced 
each other, unspeaking. She took a step toward him. “I am Grenade.” 

Hawk had briefed Killmaster on this. He said: “The pin must not be 
pulled.” 

She nodded. “So that is that! Now we can dispense with the 
melodrama and get down to cases. You know why you are here, of 
course?” 

He nodded, slightly amused. “They brief us pretty well at AXE.” 

She had taken off the yashmak and tossed it on a leather divan. 
The robe followed. Nick watched with interest and a strange feeling 
that he had seen this woman before. Those legs— 

She had been wearing a sort of tight skull cap under the cowl. She 
took it off now and shook down her hair, a fine and glistening ebony 
flag that fell nearly to her waist. She gathered it in both hands, tossed 
it in back of her and clipped it with a plain gold band. 

“Tt gets in the way,” she told him, “but I can’t bring myself to cut 
it.” 

Nick Carter had been staring. Not out of rudeness, or surprise, but 
in sheer fascination. This was a superb creature. 

She was wearing black tights and a black bra. Her legs were long 
and slim and beautifully made, with delicate ankles and a clean 
flexure behind the knees. Her waist was not as small as Peg’s, he 
noted, but it was small enough. Her shoulders were broad for a 
woman, her arms rather thin, her breasts round and solid and rather 
heavy. He could see large nipples peeking through the thin stuff of the 
black bra. 

On each inner thigh, between knee and crotch, she wore a knife 
sheath. He could see the bone-handled knives. Throwing knives. 
Under the left armpit was a holster, which he judged to be a 
Lawrence. The revolver he thought to be a snub-nosed Banker’s 
Special, a .38 and a hell of a lot of gun for a woman. 

Sabra, as he was’ to know her, endured his scrutiny with patience. 
She must have expected it. Now she said, “Well, Mr. Carter, have you 
seen enough?” 

He had. And he was impressed. An unusual state of affairs for Nick 
Carter, who was not impressed by much. 

She indicated the leather divan. “Sit down, then. Smoke if you like. 
We have much to discuss.” She turned and walked to an ottoman in a 
far corner of the room and sat down. Again he thought that surely he 
had seen this woman before—that walk, for instance, as cleanlimbed 


and lithe as a cat. But where? 

Nick sat down, crossed his legs and lit a cigarette. He glanced 
about the room. The walls were pink and filigreed toward the ceiling 
in the manner of most Moroccan houses. There was a profusion of 
brass work and a stone incense burner still smoking. Sheepskins were 
on the tiled floor. Near the divan, on a taboret, was a teapot and two 
tiny cups. 

“Mint tea,” she told him, “if you like. I’m afraid there is nothing 
else.” 

He shook his head and pointed to the open filigree on the walls. 
“Makes for good eavesdropping, doesn’t it?” 

“No need to worry. This is a safe house.” 

So was the Unicorn Inn, he thought dourly. But this was her 
backyard, as Hawk had put it. She should know. 

“Mr. Carter.” 

He shook his head. “Nick. Nick and—? I can hardly go around 
calling you Grenade.” 

Her saw her first smile then. Her teeth were small, even and a 
gleaming white. After a moment of hesitation she said, “You may call 
me Sabra. That is not my real name, of course, but that is of no 
importance.” 

Sabra. He knew that sabra was the name given to those born in 
Israel. It was also the name of a spiny cactus that grew there. He 
mentioned the fact to her now. 

She smiled again. “I can be spiny, Nick. Very spiny. And I’m going 
to be—right now.” He stared. “I don’t get it.” 

“Tl put it right on the line, Nick. I think I know what sort of man 
you are.” 

He grinned. “Tell me. I didn’t come here to talk about me, but tell 
me.” 

“Your reputation has gotten around, Nick, in the underground. Big, 
tall, charming when you want to be. Efficient, a little cruel, tops at 
your job—” “Flatter me some more. I love it.” She had curled up on 
the ottoman now, her long legs as lithe and supple as two beautiful 
snakes. She cupped her chin in a hand and stared at him and she was 
not smiling now. 

“We had better get this settled at the very outset, then we can get 
on with things. I’m not coming into your bed, Nick. Our relationship is 
going to be strictly professional. Strictly! And I already have a lover.” 

Nick Carter, a bit more nettled than he would have admitted—he 
did not like the wind taken out of his sails—said, “Good for you.” 

“The name of my lover is Israel,” Sabra said softly. She was staring 
at Nick but not seeing him. He got the impression that she was gazing 
over his shoulder into the far distance. 


“Tm fighting now to keep my love from being murdered,” she went 
on. “I know I sound florid and pretentious, but that’s how I feel about 
it. I was born in Israel, Nick, and I love her. I’ve got to save her.” 

He pondered this oddly Sapphic turn for a moment, thinking: She’s 
not a pro after all! She’s an amateur, a very, very good amateur. 

He shrugged. “Okay. It’s understood. No passes. Now let’s get 
down to business.” 

Sabra was all business immediately. “You were told that I am in 
command? That I am chief of this mission?” 

“T was told.” 

She narrowed her eyes at him. “And you don’t like it?” 

“T don’t like it. I don’t like working with a woman and I most 
especially don’t like taking orders from one. But I know how to obey 
orders, so don’t worry about it.” At least for now, he thought. 

“All right. Now, how much do you know about this operation up to 
now?” 

He told her what Hawk had told him. 

When he had finished she said, “There have been important 
developments since the head of our Shin Bet met with your chief in 
Washington. Once we were alerted our people started digging. I have 
excellent contacts in Syria. We know that a large quantity of poison 
gas, I think Lewisite, has disappeared from a warehouse near 
Damascus. No one can find out what happened to it—it just 
disappeared.” 

Killmaster scowled. “Yes—it disappeared right into GG’s base 
camp, wherever that is. The dirty bastard!” 

“Don’t insult the bastards of the world. Yes, we also think that GG 
is planning to use poison gas when his fake Israelis raid into Jordan. 
The use of gas will be the last straw. They’ll burn the lungs out of a lot 
of women and children and that will set the whole world screaming 
for our, for Israel’s, blood.” 

Nick nodded. “That it will. This GG doesn’t miss many tricks.” 

“You know much of him?” 

“Enough. I’ve studied his file often enough. It’s practically required 
reading. Every agent in the world knows about Gunter Gerhardt and 
that does not exclude the Russians.” 

“Most especially it does not exclude the Russians! We must be very 
sure to get him first, Nick. Dead or alive. My orders are to kill him 
rather than let the Russians get him. We want him alive, naturally, but 
if we must we’ll kill him. Israel wants the credit for ridding the world 
of that monster.” 

Nick lit a cigarette and glanced at the teapot. He wanted a drink, 
sure, but he was not yet reduced to mint tea. He forgot about the 
drink. 


“Before you can kill him,” he said, “or keep the Russians from 
getting him, you’ve got to find him.” 

“My Bedouin are working on that. They’ll find him.” 

“Your what?” 

“Bedouin. Arabs. ’ve been using one particular tribe that roams 
Syria. They’re very fierce and very bloodthirsty and—very 
untrustworthy. They serve the one who pays them most and they 
switch sides at the drop of a—of a dollar. But I’ve worked with Sheik 
al Khalifa a lot and I can handle him, within reason. He wants me to 
join his harem, as a matter of fact.” 

Nick studied her across the room. “And if there were no other way 
of getting what you want, or what Israel wants, you would do it?” 

“Of course I would.” 

It figured, he thought. This was a dedicated woman. She had 
already sold him a bill of goods, and he was not a man who trusted 
easily. In his profession you didn’t—and live to enjoy your 
grandchildren. Sabra was that rare agent who worked out of 
conviction and not just for money. A rara avis indeed! 

“At first,” Sabra was saying, “our people wanted to let GG alone, 
let him proceed with his plans for the raid until the last possible 
moment. Then get him red-handed and expose him, and Syria, to the 
world. It would have been marvelous counter-propaganda for us and it 
would have knocked out the Ba’athist government in Damascus. We 
could have gained a long breathing spell, relaxed the tension along the 
borders and, of course, saved Hussein.” 

“You’re using the past tense?” Or was it the subjunctive? He had, 
Nick thought wryly, forgotten most of what he had learned in college. 
They didn’t train you for AXE work in college. 

“Since we learned about the poison gas,” Sabra said, “we have 
decided not to wait. Too risky. GG might somehow fool us, give us the 
slip, and stage his raid after all. His men, in Israeli uniforms, would 
kill and gas and commit atrocities and the fat would be in the fire. It 
would be a fait accompli—and Israel would be left holding the baby, 
as the British say. We’ve decided to seek him out and destroy him. 
Two hundred of our toughest paratroopers are standing by now, 
waiting for word from me. From us.” 

Nick did not like to sit still for very long. He got up now and paced 
back and forth across the room, smoking a cigarette. Sabra, content on 
her ottoman, watched him. Her lovely face was void of expression. 

Killmaster said: “That means an invasion of Syrian territory?” 

She shrugged. “Yes. I suppose it does. We’ll drop our men into 
Syria, destroy GG and his base, then get out as fast as possible. It will 
also mean a violation of Syrian air, by our transports and by the jets 
that will have to cover the operation. That can’t be helped.” 


“Tt will probably mean war with Syria.” 

Sabra moved her shapely shoulders again. “The lesser of two evils, 
Nick. We can handle Syria. But if GG brings off his raid, and we stand 
accused of using gas and committing atrocities, the Arabs will unite. 
They’ll have world opinion behind them for the first time. That we 
can’t handle. They’ll destroy us!” 

Nick Carter, of late, had been working on the other side of the 
world. He knew little of the Middle-Eastern political cockpit. It did 
seem that the Israelis were taking the only possible way out. 

Sabra said: “Anyway, we're already at war with Syria in a small 
way. This will just be an extension. If we can take GG alive we will 
make him talk. And when he talks, admits to the plot against us, we 
can justify our raid.” 

“So,” said Nick, “where do we go from here? What are my orders, 
mem-sahib?” 

She left the ottoman and came close to him. “Does it hurt so much, 
Nick? Taking orders from a woman?” 

He gave her a crooked little smile. “I can bear it. What do we do?” 

For the first time he was seeing her face at close range. It was an 
oval face, creamy skinned, with a straight Grecian nose and a wide red 
mouth. The forehead was high and pale and unlined. But it was her 
eyes that were her most striking feature: long, almond-shaped eyes of 
liquid obsidian. A remembered flash of poetry came to him— eyes 
dark as death! 

Sabra slid a hand down her flat, pale belly and into the top of her 
black stretch tights. She extracted a slip of buff paper and handed it to 
him. It was a check on a Tel Aviv bank for 30,000 Israeli pounds. He 
did a little rapid calculation. Ten thousand dollars. 

“You are to go at once to Tiberias, on the Sea of Galilee, and give 
this check to an agent of Sheik al Khalifa. It will be his oldest son, Eid. 
I have used him as a courier many times. Sometimes I use a dead drop 
in Tiberias, but this is too important to risk a drop. The fact is, Nick, 
that I suspect the Sheik of having already found GG’s base camp. He 
has hinted at it. But he’s holding out for more money. He won’t tell 
me where the camp is, or take us there, until he gets this check.” 

Nick put the check in his wallet. “What do Arabs, nomads, do with 
checks?” 

Sabra screwed up her face. The profanity came from her as 
naturally as from a seaman. “I have a hell of a time persuading him to 
accept checks, believe me! He couldn’t understand, for a long time, 
that an agent just can’t go around lugging bags of gold. Now he cashes 
the checks through an intermediary. Also I encouraged him a bit on 
the harem thing—said I’d think it over.” 

Nick grinned at her. “Better watch out, Sabra. He just might 


kidnap you and ride off into the sunset on his Arabian, with you slung 
over the saddle.” 

“T think not.” She patted the revolver in her shoulder holster. “But 
he’s capable of it! He’s a cunning, savage old devil. You must be very 
careful in your dealings with these people, Nick. With my Bedouin. 
These are poor Arabs, not oil Arabs, and they’re as proud as Lucifer. 
They’re savage and, in a way, like children. You can buy them, and 
they'll stay bought—for a time. But you can never be sure.” 

Killmaster remembered something. “This GG, Gunter Gerhardt, 
isn’t he something of a desert expert? I seem to recall that he was with 
Rommel.” 

“Yes, he was. They called him the German T.E. Lawrence. He 
knows his Arabs. Perhaps even better than I do.” 

“How do I make this contact in Tiberias?” 

She told him. 

“Tll be along in a day, no more,” she finished. “I have a few odds 
and ends to clear up here in Marrakesh first. I’m laying a false trail, 
for one thing, and then I have to make some agent contacts. And there 
is a little matter of some unfinished business.” She gave him a strange, 
rather whimsical smile. “You'll find, Nick, that working with me is a 
dangerous occupation. Someone is always trying to kill me. Right 
now, in Marrakesh, there are agents from Syria and the UAR. They 
want to kill me, as I say, but not until after they’ve made me talk. 
They want my agent network, of course. It is a little game we play. So 
far I’m ahead. I plan to stay that way.” 

She began to wind up her black hair and tuck it under the skull 
cap. As she turned and walked to the divan to get the loose gown and 
the yashmak it came to him—that walk, from behind! He was a dunce 
not to have seen it before. 

“Yow’re the blonde,” he said. “The blonde at the bar.” 

She was slipping into the robe, adjusting the veil. Her dark eyes 
peered at him over the shielding cloth with a spark of humor in them. 

“Of course. Simple enough—a matter of wigs and contact lenses 
and a few bits of padding here and there. I was on the verge of calling 
you when you came into the bar. Come, now. Ill take you back to the 
socco. You'll never find your way alone.” 

On the way back to the market they walked side by side as she 
briefed him still further, answering his questions as Nick sought to 
foresee every contingency. 

“You must get that money to the Sheik without delay,” she told 
him as they approached the socco, now dark and nearly deserted. 
“He’s a wicked, evil old bastard, but we need him. You’d better leave 
as soon as you can in the morning—the first plane out is at ten, I think 
—and fly to Lod. That’s the Tel Aviv airport. Hertz has an office there 


and you can rent a car. Drive straight north to Tiberias and don’t dally 
along the way.” 

“Yes, mem-sahib.” 

She gave him a side-long glance over the yashmak. “Please, Nick— 
if we’re going to work together—” 

“It’s just,” said Killmaster, “that I don’t like being treated like a 
moronic child. I’ve been in this business a lot longer than you have, 
Sabra.” 

They walked the rest of the way to the socco in silence. A few 
carbide flares fluttered here and there, a few stalls were still open, but 
in the main it was deserted. They halted in shadow near where she 
had picked him up. 

She said, “About your cover?” 

“Robert Thomson, no P. From Marshall Field, in Chicago. Buying 
typewriters.” 

“Better make it tires,” Sabra said. “Tires for your bargain 
basement. We don’t make typewriters in Israel.” 

She extended a hand to him. Her fingers were cool, long and 
supple, with surprising strength on his. “I’ll see you in Tiberias,” she 
said. “Shalom.” 

She was gone into the darkness. 

The next morning, as he was leaving the Alcazar on his way to the 
airport, Killmaster witnessed a little vignette which he knew he would 
never forget. 

He was standing at the bottom of stairs that led to the spacious 
veranda and entrance to the hotel, waiting for a boy to bring down his 
two heavy bags. The car park attendant was nowhere in view. The 
Alcazar had a long sweep of semi-circular drive leading in from the 
street and back again. Near Nick, parked in the drive, was a gray 
Renault with a sun top. 

His lighter was out of fuel and he had to use a match to light his 
cigarette. There was a stiff breeze blowing in off the desert and he 
bent over and cupped his hands against it. When he looked up again 
the blonde was there. 

She was wearing a different dress today, but it was undoubtedly 
the blonde of the bar. But such a different blonde. She stood on the 
veranda and talked animatedly with the same man she had frozen the 
evening before—the slim man in the fez and exquisitely cut business 
suit. The man was talking with his hands and smiling. The blonde, 
also smiling, was allowing herself to be persuaded. She took keys from 
her purse and pointed at the gray Renault. The man bowed, took the 
keys and started down the stairs. 

The blonde looked down and saw Nick. He made no sign of 
recognition. 


She took one step down, then stopped and stared at Nick. One of 
her white-gloved hands moved in front of her in an urgent gesture— 
Get away! Move! 

Nick glanced around. There were few people about and no one was 
paying them any attention. What in hell did she mean? He shrugged 
his big shoulders and spread his hands a bit in the age-old gesture of 
query. What? 

One white-gloved thumb moved in an umpire’s gesture. Out! 

The boy with Nick’s bags started down the stairs past the blonde. 
The man with the fez was just opening the door of the gray Renault. 
Nick got it then. He moved rapidly to his left, away from the Renault. 

He had gone thirty feet when the thunderous explosion came. Nick 
turned in time to see the Renault disappear in a blaze of scarlet and 
smoke. He stepped behind a palm tree. Bits of metal began to rain 
down around him. There was a soft plopping sound and he stared 
down at a piece of bloody flesh the size of a dinner plate. 

He glanced back at the veranda. The blonde was gone. 


CHAPTER 7 


TIBERIAS sits on the western shore of the Sea of Galilee. Herod 
built it and named it after a Roman Emperor. It is a winter resort now, 
but it still bears the scars of countless centuries of devastation and 
warfare. Everywhere are relics of Biblical, Roman, Crusader and 
Turkish times. It is here that the great sage, Maimonides, lies buried. 
Along with a great many other Jewish wise men who are no longer 
wise. Only dead. And it was to Tiberias that Killmaster, obeying 
Sabra’s orders, came on a cool rainy day in late November. 

During the long drive north from Tel Aviv, over the Plain of 
Sharon, he had constantly checked his back trail. He was not being 
followed. As he drove he allowed half his mind to digest and 
appreciate the miracle the Jews had wrought in turning a barren 
wilderness again into a land of the proverbial milk and honey; the 
other half of his mind busied itself with thoughts of Sabra and what he 
had seen at the Alcazar Hotel. 

He still believed her to be an amateur, working more for love than 
money, but he had to admit that she was superbly well equipped to 
take care of herself. She had planted that bomb in her own car and 
then enticed the man in the fez—an agent for what country?—to blow 
himself into small bloody bits. Nick smiled at the thought. The kid was 
about as helpless as a black widow spider. 

He stopped on a hilltop just west of Tiberias and got out to stretch 
his long legs. The light rain did not obscure his view too much. Below 
lay the city, sprawling loosely along the shore of the Galilee, like huge 
blocks of white and pastel flung by a careless child. Beyond the 
shimmer of the Sea he could barely make out the edge of a barren, 
brown wilderness that was Syria. Israel’s territory, on the far side of 
the Sea, consisted of a strip a bare thirty-three feet wide. It was part of 
the demilitarized zone—and the sounds of rifle and machine gunfire 
could be heard there every day. No kibbutz on the border was safe, 
and the Jews carried their arms when they went into the fields to 
work. 

Nick Carter lit a cigarette and squinted into the rain. If Israeli 
Intelligence had guessed right, and if Sabra’s Bedouin could be trusted 
at all, GG’s base camp was somewhere across the Sea of Galilee in 
Syria. Just where and how deep into Syria, they must yet find out. He 
smoked and recalled what Sabra had told him, and what the maps 
indicated. 

Syria had a long border with Jordan, running in a generally 
southeast direction from the southern end of the Sea. But this long 


border was no good to GG because the phony raid was supposed to 
come from Israel. GG could not, obviously, move his men through 
Israel, in brigade or regimental strength, to a place of his liking. He 
would have to make do with what the terrain afforded. 

Nick tossed down his cigarette and stepped on it, visualizing the 
map. There was a narrow strip of land, at the southern end of the Sea, 
where Israel, Syria and Jordan came together. It was a fairly deserted 
bit of land with only one kibbutz, Sha’ar Hagolan. If GG moved swiftly 
enough—and he would—he could sweep into Israel under cover of 
darkness, take the kibbutz, and use it as a staging area for his raid into 
Jordan with his men wearing Israeli uniforms. 

It was a case of in fast and out fast. The Israelis thought the 
Jordanian village most likely to be attacked was Umm Qays, about ten 
kilometers inside Jordan. After the raid GG’s men could retreat 
straight north into Syria. The Israeli uniforms and arms would be 
hidden or destroyed, the raiders would disperse, and the cries for war 
would begin in Damascus and all through the Arab world. King 
Hussein would either have to declare war against Israel or go down. If 
he declared war, both Syria and Egypt were sure to come in. Russia 
would support them. The United States would support Israel. Taking it 
from there it was anybody’s guess. World War III was a good guess! 

Killmaster’s face was grim as he got behind the wheel again and 
began the run down into Tiberias. He was not much of a man for 
personal hatreds—his killing was usually dispassionate—but at that 
moment he would have liked to have his hands about Gunter 
Gerhardt’s thick Teutonic throat. 

It was a little after five as he came into the central part of Tiberias. 
Still time for what he had to do that evening. He registered at the 
Hotel Guberman, left the car in the garage and went out into the 
streets again. The rain had stopped now and the air was warm and 
humid. The well-kept streets were swarming with people who wore 
the dress of many lands and spoke fifty tongues. 

Sabra had given him general directions, but after a few blocks he 
was lost. He questioned a pretty girl in a miniskirt, not at all sure that 
his halting Hebrew was going to work. But she smiled at him, pointed 
and said: “Yashahr mayhakee kahr.” 

Nick thanked her and went on down the street, crossed the small 
square she had indicated and walked another half block. He came to a 
dead end where there was a small park with a carnival set up on it. 
Only a few people were about because of the rain. Nick made his way 
through a maze of children’s rides to a narrow circular track covered 
with tanbark. Nearby was a big tent and a sign that read: Camel Rides 
—25 agorot. From the big tent came the snuffle and stamp and the 
constant complaining oont—oont—oont of camels. He could smell 


them. 

A blocky, middle-aged man came out of the tent, wiping his hands 
on a dirty towel. He approached Nick. “Kayn?” 

“Do you speak English?” He was damned if he wanted to get into 
Hebrew if he could help it. 

The man nodded. “A littlhe—what you want?” 

The exact words, Sabra had warned him. “I want to ride a black 
camel,” Nick Carter said. 

The blocky man stared at him a moment, his eyes sharpening. “We 
have a black camel,” he said slowly. “But she is sick now. Won’t any 
other camel do?” 

Nick shook his head. “It has to be a black camel.” 

“I will see if I can make the camel well,” said the man. “In the 
meantime why don’t you go and have a falafel? You must be hungry.” 

Nick said: “Yes. I am hungry.” 

The man pointed down the street up which Nick had just come. 
“Just around the corner there is a falafel stand. Go there and wait 
until there is no one else around, then order a sandwich from the girl. 
Tell her you want the special falafel. Tell her the camel man sent you. 
You understand?” 

“T understand.” Nick went back up the street. Once he glanced 
back and saw the camel man staring after him and scratching his 
head. Sabra, Nick thought, doesn’t take any chances. There would be 
two, perhaps even three, people between him and the man he wanted. 
Eid. The oldest son of Sheik al Khalifa. 

The little snack bar was deserted except for a tall girl with close- 
cropped hair who was working behind the counter. Nick, following 
the camel man’s instructions, ordered a sandwich. She made no sign of 
anything unusual, but set about ladling balls of fried chick peas on flat 
Arabic bread. She handed the sandwich to him with a bottle of red 
pepper sauce. “Fifty agorot, please.” 

Nick had changed some money at the hotel. He paid and walked 
away, conscious of the girl’s eyes on him. When he turned the corner 
again he felt between the slices of hard bread. His greasy fingers came 
out with a cigarette paper folded half over. On the paper, in minute 
letters, was scrawled in heavy dark pencil: 265 Hagalil Road. 

Half an hour later he left a bus at an intersection and walked up a 
steep unpaved road. Hagalil Road was in the southern outskirts of 
Tiberias, a section of modest villas standing in their own grounds and 
surrounded by pines, olive and cypress trees. It was high ground and 
he could see Syria clearly across the Sea of Galilee, a parched khaki- 
hued desert of rough hills and deep wadis. As he looked he detected 
movement on one of the hills. A Syrian outpost. Killmaster wondered 
briefly if the area were mined. He and Sabra were going to have to 


crawl through it. 

He glanced behind him. A couple of kids, small boys, were 
laughing and scuffling in the road. They had been on the bus with him 
and now, like all boys, were taking their sweet time in getting home. 

Number 265 was a squarish two-story villa standing well back 
from the road and surrounded by a red brick wall. A rusty iron gate 
squealed like a dying rat as Nick pushed it open and went up a narrow 
graveled path. The grounds were unkempt, with weeds growing rank 
through the gravel. Whitewash was peeling from the villa’s stucco and 
the door badly needed painting. 

Nick, before he lifted the tarnished brass knocker, eased the Luger 
in its holster and twisted the chamois sheath into a little better 
position. His nerves began to cry a little. He banged with the knocker 
three times. 

Nothing. No stir within the villa. He stood listening, hearing 
nothing but the drip of caught rain from a giant Indian neem tree that 
stood near the door. He knocked again. Silence. He tried the door. It 
opened with a dry cluck. He went in. 

The dead man lay in the hallway, about ten feet inside the door. A 
thin trickle of blood ran across the scuffed parquet. The man lay ina 
womb-like position, knees drawn up, head down, like a giant fetus 
that was about to thrust its way into time instead of leaving it. The 
brown hands clutched at a knife protruding from the left side, just 
below the ribs. 

Killmaster had the Luger out now. He stood in silence, motionless, 
waiting and listening. He stood that way for a full two minutes and 
heard nothing but the wind and the natural sounds of an old house. 

He found a wall switch and flicked it. Yellow light filled the 
hallway. Nick, careful to avoid the blood, moved the corpse with his 
foot. It rolled over stiffly, knees still up, hands still grasping the knife 
that had murdered it. He bent over to see the face better. 

The eyes were open, large and glassy brown under thick dark 
brows. The face was swarthy and weathered, a hatchet of a face with 
a jutting hawk nose over a pencil moustache. The man was slight of 
build and wearing a cheap Levantine suit, a dirty white shirt and a too 
bright tie. Even in death he had a look of ferocity about him. Nick 
Carter had no doubt that he was looking at Eid, first son of Sheik al 
Khalifa. 

He backed off and stood with his back against a wall, considering. 
This fouled matters up considerably. He couldn’t give a check for 
30,000 Israeli pounds to a corpse. He couldn’t get in touch with Sabra; 
she was supposed to find him. Meantime the Sheik, supposedly, was 
waiting impatiently for his money and his son. 

Two tall burnished wood doors stood just inside the entrance. Nick 


stared at them a moment, then chose the right-hand door first. He 
would search the villa for a lead—if he found nothing he would just 
have to go back to the hotel and wait. Or leave a message for Sabra 
with the camel man. 

He snapped the stiletto down into his right hand and transferred it 
to his left. With both Luger and stiletto at the ready he tried the right- 
hand door. It was unlocked. He stepped back and then gave it a kick, 
sending it crashing back against the wall. Nobody behind it. The room 
was deep in gloom, all shades drawn. Nothing stirred. Nick took a 
tentative step over the threshold as his nerves stepped up their little 
tune of warning. He knew, without any sort of proof, that there was 
someone else in the house! His agent’s intuition told him that. He was 
going to have to weasel them out and— 

He heard it too late. An oily whir, a rasp of friction. The old 
sandbag trick! He tried to duck away, going to the side, but it was too 
late. The fifty pound bag of sand came plummeting down from the 
ceiling and caught him on the nape of the neck. Just before he hit the 
roller coaster, took the long slide down into oblivion, he saw a tall 
figure in the shadows of a corner of the room. Then the scarlet black 
closed in. 


CHAPTER 8 


A FIFTY POUND BAG of sand, falling from a high ceiling, will kill 
an ordinary man. It gave Killmaster a hell of a headache and a sore 
and stiff neck. He was also furious with himself. Falling for the old 
sandbag trick! It was gaffes like that that got an agent killed! 

For a few minutes after he regained consciousness he did not 
move, did not open his eyes. His back and his fingertips told him that 
he was lying on a mattress. Not a bed, just a mattress. He was on the 
floor, then? On a bare mattress on the floor. 

He heard a chair creak as someone moved in it. He had company! 
Someone sitting in the room and watching him. Another chair creaked 
from a new direction. Two of them. At least two of them. Nick lay 
unmoving. He could smell cigarette smoke. Turkish. 

A woman’s voice, high pitched and nervous, said in Russian: 
“Maybe we have killed him, Gregoff. He is too quiet. He has not 
moved at all.” 

A deep basso rumbled in reply. “You are a fool, Yashmin. He is not 
dead. Not this one. Not Nick Carter! And be careful what you say—he 
is probably awake and listening. Playing possum, as they say in the 
States. Turn on the ceiling lights and I will find out.” 

A bright ceiling light flashed on. Nick kept his eyes closed. He 
heard the man approach the mattress and stand looking down at him. 
The man kicked Nick viciously in the ribs. It hurt like hell. Killmaster 
thought: For that, I’m going to kill you. 

He groaned, sat up, blinked and began to rub the back of his sore 
neck. His eyes, opaque and colorless now with suppressed fury, missed 
nothing in the brightly lit room. It was barren except for the mattress, 
two chairs and a tall cabinet in one corner. Near the door lay the 
sandbag with a rope still attached to it. Over the door, screwed into 
the ceiling, was the pulley. So damned simple. They had kept silent 
and let him come to them. The man in a corner, holding the rope, 
waiting for Nick to open the door and be silhouetted by the light 
behind him. Nothing to it. 

The girl—or woman—in the corner was something else again. Nick 
stared at her for a moment. She sat in one of the chairs and covered 
him with a small automatic. She looked like a teenybopper! Short 
yellow hair, a tight-fitting sweater that outlined big breasts, a 
miniskirt that did not cover the tops of beige stockings. 

The man had retreated as Nick sat up. Now he grabbed the other 
chair, turned it and straddled it, pointing Nick’s own Luger at him. 
“Do not try the funny business, Carter. I do not wish to kill you.” He 


spoke in heavily accented English now. 

Nick Carter rubbed his neck again and gave the man a cold look. 
So they knew who he was. He continued to stare icily at the man. 
“Who are you? KGB? GRU?” 

The man the girl had called Gregoff was tall and very thin. He had 
a yellowish, emaciated look about him. He needed a shave and his 
stubble was patched here and there with gray. He wore a red cable- 
stitch sweater and a pair of soiled and shapeless dark slacks. What 
little hair he still possessed was wispy and dead looking. Now he 
smoothed his nearly naked skull with a dirty fingernailed hand and 
said: “I will ask the questions, not you. You will just please to shut up 
until I say talk.” 

Nick Carter nodded. “You’ve got the gun.” 

The tall man showed bad teeth in a wolfish grin. “Da. As you so 
put it, I have the gun. Your gun, Carter. But one thing I do not have is 
the patience.” He waved his hand around the room. “I have been with 
Yashmin for three whole days in this place. Waiting. Eating only from 
cans and not washing and being very quiet. I am sick from it and—” 

“Don’t tell me your troubles,” said Nick. “I’ve got my own. You, for 
instance.” 

Gregoff scowled at him and waved the Luger. “I warn you, Carter, 
do not make the jokes with me. I—” 

The girl spoke in good English and in a tone and vein that belied 
her teenybopper getup. “He is right, Mr. Carter. Our nerves are rather 
frayed after three days in this place. I wouldn’t antagonize Gregoff if I 
were you. You saw what was in the hallway—” 

“Shut up,” said Gregoff harshly. “You talk too much, Yashmin. I 
will do the talking if you don’t mind!” He lapsed into Russian for a 
moment and threw some expletives at her that Nick could not follow. 
His Russian wasn’t that good. 

Gregoff turned back to Nick. “Now, Carter, where is GG? Gunter 
Gerhardt?” 

“My neck hurts like hell,” said Nick. He closed his eyes and rubbed 
his neck again, stalling. So the bear had sniffed out GG! Or, rather, 
had sniffed out the fact that Israeli Intelligence and AXE had sniffed 
out GG. It came to the same thing. 

“Carter!” 

Nick opened his eyes and gave Gregoff his best frank and open 
grin. He knew now that they weren’t going to kill him. Not until they 
got what they wanted. 

“T don’t know,” he said truthfully. “I really don’t know. I admit 
that I’m looking for GG, the same as you are, but I don’t know where 
he is.” 

Gregoff scowled and waggled the Luger at Nick. “I think you lie.” 


Nick shrugged. “I don’t give a damn what you think.” 

Gregoff took a piece of paper from his pocket. Nick recognized it as 
the check he had been carrying. Gregoff held up the check. “This is 
made out to Sheik al Khalifa. For thirty thousand Israeli pounds, no? 
That out there’—he nodded toward the hall—”that is his son. Eid. 
You were going to give this to him, yes? Why?” 

Nick stared back at him. “Sure. I was going to give it to him. He 
knew where GG is! You shouldn’t have killed him, Gregoff. Now 
neither of us knows where GG is.” 

“He did not know,” said Gregoff in the basso that seemed so 
strange coming from his emaciated body. “He did not know! He told 
me that. He was trying to find out for us, but he did not yet know. 
And he wanted money, far too much money, for just trying. I—” 

From her corner the girl said: “Now it is you who are the fool, 
Gregoff. Perhaps Carter is right and Eid did know. You should not 
have killed him. This is not the first time your temper has—” 

Gregoff said nothing. He got up from the chair and walked slowly 
across to the girl, keeping the Luger on Nick all the time. The girl 
brought her automatic up as Gregoff approached her. He shoved it 
aside with a contemptuous laugh and slapped her hard across the face. 
“T say for you to shut up, Yashmin. I will not tell you again. And I am 
going to report you to Moscow for insubordination.” 

The girl huddled in the chair, holding her face in her hands. “I 
might say a few things to Moscow also.” 

Friction, Nick Carter thought happily. Lots of friction. Good. Now 
if he could figure out a way to exploit it to his advantage. 

Gregoff went back to his chair and straddled it again. Nick’s Luger 
stared at him with a cold dark eye. It struck him that a gun was a 
most impersonal thing. It did not care whom it killed. 

“Listen,” said Gregoff. “Listen good to me, Carter. We know who 
you are, as you see. You are top man for the murder agency, AXE. We 
want you very bad, as do the Chinese. Most bad. It would be a high 
feather for me if I take you to Moscow, or kill you now.” 

Nick watched him. Now he said: “But it would be a higher thing, 
Gregoff, if you could take GG back to Moscow.” 

The tall man nodded. “I do not deny this. Because of it I am willing 
to make bargain—tell me where GG is hiding and I will let you go 
free. There will be other time for you.” 

The damned ironic thing about it, Nick thought, is that the guy 
was almost telling the truth. He was playing it by ear. If he could get 
both Nick Carter and GG he would; if he could not get GG he would 
get Carter; but if to get GG he had to let Carter go he would do that, 
too. 

He smiled at Gregoff. “All right, Gregoff. You’re putting your cards 


on the table. P’ll do the same. But it won’t help much because we’re 
both in a jam. It’s true that ’m working with Israeli Intelligence. It’s 
true that they have a line on GG. They have. I haven’t. Thanks to your 
killing Eid I’ve lost contact with them. Just why did you kill Eid, 
Gregoff? He was the important link for both of us.” 

From the corner came the defiant voice of the girl. “Because he is 
crazy, that is why. Insane! He loses his temper and does not know 
what he does!” 

Nick tensed just a bit. If Gregoff went after her again he might 
have a chance to jump him. 

But this time the Russian agent only looked wearily at the girl and 
scratched the stubble on his chin. “One day, Yashmin, you are going 
to say just one word too many. Just one word!” He turned back to 
Nick. 

“Eid was a double agent. He has worked for us for some years, you 
comprehend, then this week, only this week, I also find that he works 
for Israeli Intelligence. This I do not mind so much—I have known 
double agents before. Sometimes they can be used to advantage. But 
this one, this Eid, he is a liar and too greedy. Too, how you say, 
evasive. He hints that he knows of GG, where he can be found, but he 
wishes the half million dollars for telling me.” 

Killmaster whistled softly. “Half a million! He thought big.” 

Gregoff shrugged. “Da—as you say, big. Too big. I have not that 
kind of authority to spend. I lose my temper, all goes red, and when I 
am recover Eid is dead.” 

Nick began to see that the girl was right. He was dealing with a 
part-time lunatic, a concealed psychopath whose mania was only 
triggered now and then. Killmaster was not afraid of much, but his 
flesh crawled now. The man was capable of killing him the next 
second, without a word or immediate cause. 

“And now,” he said, “we’re both up the creek without a paddle. 
Eid is dead and what he knew went with him. Not very smart, 
Gregoff.” 

Killmaster’s mind was racing. This was a hell of a ticklish bit. 
Gregoff was nuts. If he could somehow stall, keep the party from 
getting rough, he was sure that Sabra would find him. But how soon? 
That was the crux. How long before she would arrive in Tiberias, how 
long before she could trace him through the camel man and falafel 
stand? It might be a day or more. He had a grim idea that he wasn’t 
going to last that long! He might have to jump the Luger after all— 
just jump it and take his chances. Nick did not like the odds. Jumping 
a gun was all right on TV—the actors made it look easy—but in real 
life it was different. Jumping a gun was the last desperate act of a 
frightened man. 


Gregoff stood up suddenly. He stared at Nick with a manic glint in 
his bloodshot eyes. He looked haggard and desperately tired, with 
great brown hollows under his eyes. 

Gregoff said: “I do not exactly understand about the creek and the 
paddle, Carter, but maybe I know the gist of it, eh? And now I am not 
so sure you lie. So I must find out, da? I cannot afford more mistakes.” 

He looked at the girl. “Cut the rope, Yashmin. We will tie him. 
Turn over, Carter.” 

He gave the girl a long thin knife—Nick recognized it as the mate 
of the one now in Eid’s chest—and she began cutting up the sandbag 
rope into short lengths. 

Gregoff came to stand over Nick. “I say turn over!” He kicked Nick 
in the ribs again. Killmaster might have grabbed the foot then and 
made his try, but he decided against it. In his supine position he was 
at too much of a disadvantage, and Gregoff’s finger was white on the 
trigger of the Luger. Wait. 

Gregoff tied him expertly. Ankles, hands behind his back, a 
connecting tie between ankles and hands. Just as he had bound the 
chambermaid at the Unicorn Inn. 

But Gregoff made a mistake, or what Nick hoped was a mistake. 
He did not take the knife back from Yashmin. Nick saw her slide it 
into the top of her stocking. Her little gun, as she worked on the rope, 
was jammed into the waistband of her miniskirt. 

When Gregoff had finished tying Nick he said: “There is a small 
furnace in the basement of this house. I am, now, to begin a fire in it. 
There are irons also, pokers, I think. And fire buckets. I am going to 
return with fire, Carter, and the irons, and we will see what you say 
when you feel the white-hot iron, eh?” 

With a nonchalance he did not feel Nick said: “I can’t tell you what 
I don’t know, Gregoff. Even if you burn my eyes out.” 

“That,” said the Russian, “is a good thought. Now think some 
more, Carter, while I am gone. Think about the hot iron.” 

Gregoff spoke to the girl. “Keep the guard. Stay away from him, 
you comprehend. Sit in that corner and do not take your gun off him. 
There has been enough of botching. Any mistake, Yashmin, and I will 
kill you. With a painful knife, just as I killed Eid.” 

Gregoff went out and closed the door. There was silence in the 
room. Nick stared at the ceiling and listened to the girl breathing. 
There was a slither of nylon as she crossed and uncrossed her legs. Not 
until he heard a furnace door clang open in the basement did Nick 
speak. 

He said, very softly: “He will, you know.” 

After a long moment. “Will what, Carter?” 

“Kill you. Sooner or later. He’s insane, isn’t he?” 


“Yes. Crazy.” 

“Do they know it in Moscow?” 

“No. I don’t think so. He’s not always this bad. But this has been a 
very difficult operation. His nerves are gone.” There was bitterness in 
her curt laugh. “Mine are not in very good shape, either.” 

Nick heard the sound of coal being shoveled. “No time for all 
that,” he said curtly. “Help me, Yashmin, and I’ll help you! Come over 
to us. I can fix it for you.” It was permissible, at last resort, for an AXE 
agent to buy his life in this manner. His promises were always 
honored. 

He thought she was never going to speak. When she did she was 
nearly whispering. “I have thought of it. But I am afraid, both of 
Gregoff and of Smersh. They never give up, Carter. They would find 
me and kill me. I know it.” 

Killmaster knew he was walking a tightrope between truth and lie. 
He had to convince her, and he had to do it fast, but too blatant a lie 
would ruin everything. 

“That’s a chance you'll have to take,” he said. “Pll admit we can’t 
guarantee you forever against Smersh. But we can try. That’s in the 
future. But Gregoff is liable to blow his top again any minute. He’s 
sick, Yashmin. Think, Yashmin, think hard. Fast! Think of what we 
can do for you in America—think of being a really free woman. This is 
the best chance you’ll ever have. Maybe the only one. Better take it.” 
He craned his neck to look at her. She was leaning forward in the 
chair, staring intently at him, holding the automatic in her lap. He 
could see the hilt of the knife protruding from her stocking top. From 
the basement he heard the unmistakable sounds of a fire being stoked 
with an iron bar. Gregoff had his blaze going. 

“You’re an AXE agent,” Yashmin said. “You're devils, all of you. 
How can I trust you?” 

“That’s a chance you'll just have to take, girl! But think. Isn’t it 
worth taking a chance to get away from him? From them? To get out 
of this dirty work? You know where you'll end up if you stay in this 
business.” 

She gave him a long look. “Yes, I know. In a ditch with my throat 
cut.” 

“Well?” 

No sounds from below now. Gregoff had his fire going and was 
waiting for his coals. Killmaster was as close to panic as he ever got. A 
sane enemy agent was bad enough, but a nut! Nick began to sweat 
cold. A crazy man might do anything. 

The girl left the chair and came over to the mattress. She fell to her 
knees beside Nick. She stared down at him, her face very close to his. 
At this range she did not look so young. Her blue eyes were 


protuberant and her nose was too flat. She had a blotchy skin, the 
beginnings of a double chin and circular wrinkles around her throat. 
She must be over thirty! But if you didn’t look too closely the 
teenybopper would get by. 

Nick saw that she was no longer staring into his eyes. She was 
looking all over his body. A cold chill ran through him. What was 
this? Another nut? 

She put the muzzle of the automatic under Nick’s chin, against his 
throat. The kiss was cold. Then, without looking at him, still staring at 
his body, she began to stroke him. Gently, easily, with her finger tips. 

His reaction was instant and purely physical. He had never been 
further from sex in his life. He watched her face. Her eyes were closed, 
but she kept the pistol tight against his throat. 

“[’ve always wanted to do this,” she said in a soft strangling voice. 
“Ever since I was a little girl, Carter, I’ve fantasied doing this to a man 
who was tied up and helpless.” Her fingertips kept up their soft 
stroking, back and forth, around and around. 

Killmaster nearly gave up then. A maniac and a nym-pho. Both 
working together. A million in one chance and he had hit the unlucky 
number. If his life, of which he was very fond, had not been on the 
line he could have laughed. And written Moscow a nasty letter. Too 
much was enough! 

He tried once again. “No time for that now,” he whispered fiercely. 
“Later. All you want. We’ll have a ball. But cut me loose, Yashmin. 
Hurry before Gregoff comes back!” There had been no sounds from 
the basement now for some time. 

Her eyes were still closed. She was still stroking him. She said: 
“Perhaps I will, Carter. Maybe I will come over. But now keep quiet.” 

Killmaster made his decision. No time for thinking now. Just 
action. He prayed for a few extra minutes, even seconds. 

With his chin he nudged the gun aside and sank his teeth deep into 
her wrist. He was depending on shock and surprise and if it didn’t 
work he was a dead man. At the same time he raised his legs high in 
the air and brought them down around her neck in a semi-scissors 
hold, using every ounce of strength he had. Because his ankles were 
bound he could not use a true scissors. 

He was in luck. The savage teeth in her flesh made her drop the 
pistol. Before she could cry out he had his legs around her throat. Nick 
rolled off the mattress with a savage twist of his powerful legs, 
keeping the inward pressure on her neck, which was squarely between 
his knees. Nick kept the deadly pressure on. She was desperate for air 
now, tugging at his legs with clawing hands, her eyes staring out of 
her head, her mouth open in a silent scream. Had she gone for the 
knife in her stocking she might have saved herself, but she waited too 


long. She beat futilely at his legs with her fists then, at the last 
moment, groped under her skirt for the knife. 

Nick rolled over again, jamming her face into the floor. Then over 
again and again, squeezing and squeezing. She managed to get the 
knife out of her stocking and make one feeble jab at his legs, then she 
stopped moving. 

Without any halt in movement, one action flowing into another in 
a continuity born in desperation, Nick released her and got to his feet. 
He squatted over the knife, which had fallen a little way from her 
body. He got it in his numb fingers and, as best he could with his 
hands tied behind him, began to saw at the ropes binding his ankles. 
This was his best chance. Freeing his wrists would take too long. 

As it was, in his strained squatting position, it seemed hours before 
he felt the ankle bonds fall apart. He stood up. No sounds from the 
basement. Nick took a couple of steps toward the door. Run, he 
thought, just run. Out into the darkness and run—find time, and place, 
to get his hands free. He had a gun and a knife now, but they were 
useless to him unless— 

The door opened. Gregoff stood there, holding a coal scuttle full of 
glowing coals and carrying a long thin iron bar. When he saw Nick he 
dropped both and reached for the Luger in his belt. 

Nick charged. Just as the Luger came out Nick butted the man in 
the stomach with all his two hundred odd pounds and the drive of his 
great legs. Gregoff grunted in anguish as he was slammed back into 
the hall. But he held onto the Luger. 

Gregoff ended up against the side of the staircase. The Luger came 
up. Nick butted Gregoff in the face with the top of his skull, feeling 
the man’s nose squash. The Luger snapped and Nick felt the slug rip 
along his rib cage. He ducked and brought his head up sharply under 
Gregoff’s chin. Something broke in the man’s face, but still he held 
onto the Luger. He was reeling now, bleeding and dazed and nearly 
out on his feet, but all he needed was one shot. 

He got it in just as Nick made his last bid. The Luger flared in 
Killmaster’s face as he leaped high into the air and launched both feet 
at Gregoff’s jaw in a double sa-vate kick. To do it he had to sacrifice 
all balance and he knew it was his last effort. 

His shoes crashed against Gregoff’s jaw. The man began to slump. 
Nick fell heavily on his neck and shoulders, so heavily that the entire 
villa shuddered. He lay there, gasping for air, watching Gregoff. 
Killmaster had had it and he knew it. If Gregoff— 

Gregoff took his time about falling. He leaned back against the 
staircase, staring at Nick with eyes that saw nothing. The Luger fell 
from his hand and thudded on the parquet. Nick was too beat to 
scramble for it. He lay and watched as Gregoff began to slip, very 


slowly, down the paneled side of the staircase. He went down to his 
knees, his mouth open, blood pouring out and down his chin onto his 
chest. Slowly, terribly slowly, he pitched forward and lay unmoving. 

Killmaster felt a draft on his back. He heard the door open behind 
him. He did not even bother to look. He had done his goddamned best 
and no man could do more. 

A pair of small combat boots came within view. 

Sabra said: “You just can’t seem to stay out of trouble, can you, 
Nick?” 

He could see her now. Three of her. All three were wearing green 
US Army fatigues and a pert little overseas cap. All three had a web 
belt strapped around shapely hips, a belt from which dangled a holster 
and a heavy Colt .45. 

Nick managed to wink at her. There were men with her—one who 
was a replica of the dead man and could only be the second brother, 
Ali, and three or four other men. Desert men. Wearing the burnoose 
and head cloth of the desert. Her Bedouin, he supposed. He did not 
much care. 

“Tm hit,” he told her. “Untie me and bandage me. I don’t want to 
bleed to death.” 

Sabra knelt beside him. She put a long cool hand on his forehead. 

“Ahhh—” said Nick Carter. “Ahhhh, that feels good.” Her tone was 
brisk. “Nothing personal, Nick. We’ve got to get you on your feet. 
We're going into Syria tonight.” 


CHAPTER 9 


“AS-SALAAM ‘ALAIKUM!” said Sheik al Khalifa. 

Sabra said: “Wa-alaikum as-salaam.” And on you also peace. 

A bowl of cool camel’s milk was passed around. Then a handful of 
dates for each. Nick Carter, his side heavily bandaged, his neck sore 
and aching, his behind raw from a thirty-mile camel ride, sat by the 
rug on which the meal Was being served and watched and listened. 
This was strictly Sabra’s department. These were her Bedouin, her 
Arabs. They had crawled a mile on their bellies, he and Sabra, 
following Ali and his guards through a Syrian mine field. Camels, and 
a horse for Ali, had been waiting in a narrow wadi. They had ridden 
all night and most of the day. Killmaster had never imagined that he 
could sleep on a lurching camel, but he had. Now they sat in the 
Sheik’s black tent, or bait ash-sha’r. It was forty feet long and made of 
woven goat’s hair. A few feet to Nick’s right, behind a partition of 
colorful rugs, he could hear the stir and giggle of the Sheik’s harem. 
He ignored it. He was supposed to ignore it. He had better ignore it. 
Arabs were very touchy about their women. 

Coffee came around next, in tiny china cups. For a “poor” Arab, 
Nick thought, the Sheik did pretty well. But, at the moment, the Sheik 
wasn’t so damned poor. 

At the moment the Sheik was holding the buff check for thirty 
thousand Israeli pounds. He kept pulling it through his gnarled brown 
hands, not yet quite convinced that this bit of paper could represent so 
much gold. The two middle fingers of his right hand were missing. 

They were speaking in Arabic, the Sheik and Sabra, and Nick could 
catch most of it. Not all. His Arabic was rusty. 

“This is well done,” the Sheik said, still staring at the check. “You 
have kept your word, oh fair-skinned jewel. Wa-llaah. It is well done 
indeed. You are an honest woman—a thing I never thought to see. My 
harem awaits thee. At your command I will divorce my other wives, 
or kill them, as suits thee.” 

Nick kept his eyes down. He dared not smile. The Sheik was dead 
serious. 

Sabra handled it crisply. “Later, if Allah grants, we will discuss 
that. I have kept my word, as you say. Now yours?” 

The Sheik tucked the check away in his white burnoose and 
nodded to a corner where a man sat cross-legged and taking no part in 
the meal or the conversation. 

“That is Majhad,” said the Sheik. “He is not of our people, as you 
can see, for he wears the turban. He is of the Murrah. They are the 


best trackers in all Arabia. He has found your enemy for you—this 
Gee-Gee you seek.” 

Sabra sipped at her coffee. Nick followed suit. With Arabs it did 
not pay to appear excited, and you could not hurry them. 

After a moment Sabra asked, “Where?” 

Sheik al Khalifa crooked a finger at the man he had called Majhad. 
“You will tell them.” 

The man came forward and squatted by the rug. He was in his 
thirties, lean, leather tough and burned black by the sun. He had his 
rifle with him—Nick noted that it was an old German Mauser—and a 
long curved dagger thrust into his belt. He would, Nick knew, never 
go anywhere without the weapons. He would sleep with them. He 
wore a white burnoose and a neatly bound turban instead of the head 
cloth and agal of the northern Bedouin. 

He began to speak in Arabic, in a dialect which even Sabra did not 
understand. “If you have the English please use it. I wish my friend to 
understand.” 

Majhad stared at her for a moment with small dark eyes, then 
inclined his head courteously. “I have some English. I will try. See— 
with my finger I will draw it.” He began to trace an imaginary map on 
the rug. 

“The camp of him you seek is but twenty kilometers from here. 
Near the village of Tasil, which is nothing. The camp is on the flat 
place of salt—” 

Dry salt lake, Nick thought. Planes can land and take off. 

“A place of the twisted rocks,” Majhad went on. “A place of the 
black glass and red stone and many holes in the stone.” 

Lava formations and cliffs with caves. Probably sandstone. GG had 
chosen his base camp well. 

“For two days,” said Majhad, “I lay hidden in the rocks and 
watched. He you seek lives in a house on wheels. His people remain in 
the rock holes in day and come out to work at night. They use many 
lights, but if one comes near the lights go out at once.” Majhad smiled, 
displaying perfect white teeth. “Once, as I watched, a wild goat 
frightened them. Wa-llaah! These are men? To be frightened by a 
goat?” 

Killmaster leaned toward the man. “They keep good watch? There 
are many sentries?” 

Majhad nodded and smiled again. “Many. All around. I lay for a 
day within spitting distance of one and learned a new song from him.” 

Nick said: “Do you think we could take a sentry, capture him 
without giving the alarm?” 

Majhad started to spit, then remembered where he was. “I could 
pick his pocket and he would not know it.” 


Ali, the second son of the Sheik, had been sitting quietly all this 
time. Now he looked at Sabra and said, “Why do you wait? You have 
found this GG, which is what you wanted. You have a radio. Why do 
you not simply call in your planes and destroy him?” 

Nick was watching Ali from the corner of his eye. The man spoke 
nearly perfect English. He had had some schooling in Damascus. He 
was in the modern world, or very close to it, as remote from medieval 
times as his father, the Sheik, was close to them. Ali looked enough 
like the dead Eid to be his twin. And there was something about the 
man that made Killmaster uneasy. He had no reason to distrust Ali, 
yet he did. 

Sabra was answering Ali, “It is not as simple as that. I wish above 
all things to take this man alive. It is very important to my country. 
But we will speak of that later.” She turned back to Majhad, who was 
still squatting and quietly caressing his rifle. 

“You can take us to this place tonight, in the dark?” 

“T could take you in a sand storm,” said Majhad. 

Nick suppressed a smile. Nothing modest about this lad! 

Sabra permitted herself a ghost of a smile also. “This place, this 
place where GG camps—it has a name?” 

“Yes. It is called Wadi as Shaitan.” Ravine of the Devil. 

The main meal arrived then, borne by two veiled female servants. 
A lamb had been killed for the occasion and was borne in on a huge 
metal platter. There was also eggplant, a sort of gluey custard and 
sheets of flat bread. 

The Sheik prepared to say grace. Nick studied him with 
fascination. He had seen some characters in his day, and this was one 
to add to the gallery. 

Sheik al Khalifa could have been sixty or eighty or anything in 
between. He was the absolute ruler of some three hundred Bedouin 
and the only law was that of Allah. Damascus law, or any law of man, 
did not apply here in this wilderness of desert. The Sheik spoke and 
that was that. 

He had a nose like a scimitar jutting from a cunning face that was 
itself a brown desert of a thousand furrows. His left eye socket was 
empty and leaked rheum which he constantly wiped away with a 
clean white cloth. For this meal he was wearing a spotless white 
burnoose and a white head cloth with a golden agal to keep it in 
place. He was, without doubt, an imperious old tyrant, an aristocrat to 
his dirty toenails, and a bandit. And, Nick Carter thought now, he 
must have been a hell of a warrior in his time! Childish, mercurial and 
savage. He began to understand what Sabra had told him about the 
Bedouin. Dealing with them was like juggling dynamite. 

The Sheik, when informed of Eid’s death, had cast his one eye 


sternly at Ali and said, “You had revenge?” 

They had. While Sabra had been bandaging Nick, Ali and his men 
had taken Gregoff into the basement and tortured him a bit before 
cutting his throat. Ali had wanted to bring Gregoff back with them, to 
the Bedouin camp, but Sabra had vetoed that. There had nearly been a 
quarrel, but Sabra had prevailed. You could not, she convinced Ali, 
drag a half dead and badly frightened spy through a mile of Syrian 
mines. 

Nick had not heard Gregoff scream. They had gagged him. 

“Bismi llctahi r-rahmaani r-rdhiim,” intoned the Sheik. In the name 
of Allah the compassionate, the merciful. 

The Sheik tore off pieces of the lamb and offered them to his guests 
before he began to eat. Nick found that he was hungry. The lamb was 
good. He ate only with his right hand, as they all did. A male Arab— 
women count for nothing—eats with his right hand and saves his left 
for his penis. 

Halfway through the meal Sabra said to the Sheik: “I think we will 
go tonight, oh beloved of God. I will need some men. And Majhad as a 
guide.” 

The Sheik agreed. He raised his hands and opened them twice. 
Twenty men. “Of my best,” he promised. “May Allah attend you.” 

Fifteen minutes later the Sheik stood up. The meal was over. A 
servant brought water in a brass pitcher and they washed, then 
sprinkled their hands and faces with rose water. An incense burner 
was passed around and each inhaled briefly. 

“Bakhkhir wa-ruuh,” said the Sheik. It was dismissal. As he left the 
black tent Nick glanced back. The Sheik was sitting cross-legged in a 
corner, his gnarled old hands folded in his lap, staring at the rug 
beneath him. 

“Now,” Sabra told him, “he’ll grieve for Eid.” 

The wadi in which the camp stood was long and narrow and deep 
for that part of the Syrian desert. Patches of thin, sour grass dotted the 
sides and rim of the wadi, with here and there a thorn tree. There 
were perhaps fifty of the black tents scattered about, and a profusion 
of noisy children mixing with the sheep, goats and camels that were 
the Arabs’ livelihood. 

To the north of the wadi, about a mile, was a small oasis. Nick 
noticed a constant stream of camels coming and going from the oasis 
to the camp bearing water. 

As he and Sabra walked to their own tent, a small one near the 
deserted end of the wadi—the Sheik had naturally supposed they 
would sleep together—Nick said, “Why don’t they camp nearer the 
oasis?” 

Sabra explained. “Because of the planes. Syrian planes. They strafe 


the oasis now and then, just for the hell of it. And the gunnery 
practice, of course. The Bedouin don’t mean much to the pilots. I 
doubt that it’s government policy, but what they don’t know in 
Damascus doesn’t bother them.” 

They came to their tent and entered. Nick flopped down on a little 
pile of rugs and sighed. “Whewww—l’ve got the sorest fanny that a 
man ever had. That damned camel! I saw a baboon once in a zoo that 
had a flaming red fanny. I’ll bet mine looks like that.” 

Sabra laughed. She took off the burnoose and the head cloth she 
had been wearing and tossed them into a corner of the tent. Nick did 
the same. Under the burnoose he was wearing Army fatigues, as was 
Sabra. The clothing had been waiting for them, packed on one of Ali’s 
camels. 

Sabra sank down on her own rugs. “You didn’t do so badly for an 
amateur, Nick. Anyone who can sleep on a camel is half Arab.” 

He lit a cigarette and inhaled with pleasure. You did not smoke 
near the Sheik, who followed strict Moslem law. Sabra, he had 
learned, neither smoked nor drank. 

He glanced across the tent at Sabra. She was lying on her back, her 
hands behind her head, staring at the low tent ceiling. She was 
wearing the green fatigues, but they took nothing away from the 
femaleness of her. He scanned the long, slim, lovely legs. The heavy 
breasts thrust up against the fatigue jacket. Her lustrous dark hair was 
piled high on her head and kept in place with two amber combs. 

Without looking at him Sabra said: “No, Nick! I told you. Stop 
thinking about it.” 

Killmaster grimaced. “It’s a bit hard,” he said. “In addition to 
having to take orders from a woman I draw a mind reader!” 

She propped herself on an elbow and stared at him. “Perhaps later, 
Nick, when this is over. I do not promise, but maybe. I like you—I like 
and admire you. So just maybe.. I do not give myself easily. Now let 
us forget such nonsense and make plans.” 

Nick stubbed out his cigarette. She was right, of course. The job 
came first. He glanced at the small transmitter in a corner of the tent. 
It had been carefully covered with a rubberoid sheath. 

“Do we take the radio with us tonight? You could transmit from 
this Devil’s Ravine and give them a perfect fix in Tiberias.” 

Sabra had her eyes closed. She did not open them. “No. The radio 
is too precious to risk. The camel might fall, we might run into one of 
GG’s patrols, anything. And besides they’ll have DF too. We’d get a fix 
on GG, but he would get a fix on us.” 

Again Nick had to admit that she was right. The fix that GG got 
wouldn’t matter so much, but a transmitter booming a signal in at 
such close range would be a dead giveaway. 


“We do it with pencil and paper and our compasses,” said Sabra. 
“We can use this camp as a fixed point and shoot a back azimuth. That 
will get us close enough. After all, we’re going to raid in daylight, and 
our pilots know this sector pretty well.” 

“They should. They fly over it often enough.” He watched for her 
reaction. 

The slightest of smiles quirked her wide red mouth. “Not for 
publication, we don’t. Now I’m going to get some sleep. You’d better, 
too, Nick. It’s going to be a rough night.” In a few moments he heard 
her quiet, regular breathing. Nerves like steel wire, he thought. Maybe 
even a bit better than mine! 

He lit another cigarette and lay watching the blue coils wreathe up 
to the black ceiling. He glanced at his watch. Nearly five. It would be 
getting dark soon. The day had been bleak and overcast and there 
would be no moon. Nick found himself hoping that Majhad wasn’t all 
brag—that he really could find the Wadi as Shaitan in the dark. 

His thoughts drifted back to the night before. Not in any degree of 
satisfaction. He had come out of it well enough, after walking into a 
trap like a fool, but he had been lucky. And Sabra had been clever and 
foreseeing. Else he might not be here now. 

It had been the kids! The boys he had seen scuffling in the street. 
The boys on the bus. 

Sabra, it appeared, along with a net of agents also had a net of 
street urchins! In Tiberias, Tel Aviv, Haifa and Jerusalem she used 
them as junior storm troops, as couriers and information gatherers. 
Children could lurk and listen where an adult could not. 

So Sabra had sent a message and the kids had picked Nick up at 
the hotel and never lost him. He was a little crestfallen now, just 
thinking about it. He had not spotted them. Nick grinned sourly in the 
falling gloom. If Hawk ever heard about it he would be unmerciful. 
Well, Hawk wasn’t going to hear about it. 

Nick had, of course, fought his own way out of the jam, but it was 
the kids who had tipped Sabra to where he was and the fact that he 
was in trouble. Sabra, with a true agent’s foresight, or a woman’s 
intuition, call it what you would, had hedged her bet. Had set the kids 
on his trail, to watch him and to look after him, a stranger in a strange 
land. Killmaster winced inwardly. He, one of the top agents in the 
world, had been helped by kids! 

Nick was a man who had always been honest with himself. Now he 
admitted that he didn’t like it. It was illogical and he ungrateful, but 
he didn’t like it. He had been top dog so long that he couldn’t play 
second fiddle to anyone, not even to an inspired amateur like Sabra. 
The feeling was like carrying a pound of gravel around in his guts. It 
made him feel somehow inadequate—a feeling that Nick Carter had 


never in his life experienced before. 

Then he grinned in the dark. Now he was the amateur. He had his 
orders and he had to follow them. And he was being as childish as 
those kids back in Tiberias. To hell with it! He listened for a moment 
to the quiet breathing of Sabra, then eased himself on his unbandaged 
side and went to sleep. Majhad would awaken them when it was time 
to go. 


CHAPTER 10 


GUNTER GERHARDT, smoking a stubby black cigar, stood in the 
door of his trailer and surveyed the Wadi as Shaitan. Well named, he 
thought. The Devil’s own hell hole! Well, it wouldn’t be much longer. 
Two days now, if the weather held, and they would go. The khamsin, 
the desert wind, had been blowing steadily from the west for a week 
now. If it held, and it probably would, it would be just right for the 
gas. GG’s thick lips tightened around the cigar. The gas! The gas was 
the whole thing, the really beautiful part about this operation. When 
the Israelis stood convicted before the world for using poison gas on 
innocent villagers, they would really have had it! King Hussein would 
have to declare war on Israel or lose his throne and, very likely, his 
life. And after that, GG’s jaw muscles relaxed and he permitted himself 
a wolfish smile, after that the crap, as the Americans put it so 
succinctly, the crap would hit the fan! 

But he couldn’t go until the gas masks arrived from Damascus. 
Those slobby, inefficient fools in Damascus. They had promised the 
gas masks a week ago. He couldn’t go without them. You didn’t send 
your own men into a passed, village without masks. For one thing— 
they wouldn’t go. And GG knew, as well as any general officer In any 
army, that one never gave an order unless you were sure it would be 
obeyed. He shrugged his big shoulders and rubbed a hand over his 
shining bald head. Not that he cared a damn about the scum he was 
commanding, the ragtag dregs of the Levant. GG laughed under his 
breath. If ever troops—troops?—were expendable it was this rabble. 
Yet even a rabble must have discipline. 

He heard a growing hum from one of the caves in the sandstone 
cliff. They had started a generator. GG glanced at a watch on his thick 
wrist. It would be dark in an hour. Time for him to be on his way. But 
first he had better check the radio and DF hut. There, danke Gott, he 
had a German working, a man he could depend on. The big man 
swung down the trailer steps and crossed a strip of sand to where an 
enclosed truck stood close to the cliff. It was covered with a 
camouflage net cunningly designed to blend with the cliff. He opened 
the door and spoke to a man sitting at a small desk, wearing ear 
phones and slowly twisting dials on the console before him. Another 
man, the radio operator, was lolling indolently at his key in the 
forward part of the truck. 

GG said: “Anything, Hans? Anything at all?” 

The DF man, a thin, chinless deserter from the Foreign Legion, 
shook his head. “Nothing, Herr General. Nothing at all. The usual, of 


course—Syrian, Jordanian, Israeli traffic. Planes. Commercial. But 
nothing else. If anyone is around, Herr General, they are keeping very 
quiet about it.” 

GG nodded. He glanced at the radio operator, an Arab, and looked 
back at Hans in question, lowering his voice. “You watch him? He 
sends only at the specified times?” 

The thin man nodded. “I watch him. He sends only when I say, and 
then for only three minutes at a time. They will not find us that way, 
Herr General.” 

“Good. Be patient, Hans. Soon we go. I am sure that your ass is 
tired and will be glad to hear it.” 

The thin man smiled. “Jawohl, Herr General. That is true.” 

GG walked back to his trailer, his eyes sweeping the deserted wadi. 
He smiled. Israeli planes flew over from time to time and suspected 
nothing. Even the Syrian planes, flying supplies in, couldn’t find him 
until panels were laid out on the long salt flat. GG chuckled. What a 
surprise the Jews were going to get! Here he was, within fifty or sixty 
kilometers of the Sea of Galilee, with six tanks, a dozen halftracks, ten 
jeeps, six light machine guns and two HMGs and a little over a 
thousand men. All carefully stowed away in the caves. And the Israelis 
suspected nothing. 

And that, GG told himself as he went back to the trailer, is wishful 
thinking. He hoped they suspected nothing. He had to be sure. Hence 
his trip tonight. 

He went into the trailer. Hassan, the Syrian Colonel assigned to 
him as aide, was sitting moodily at a desk chewing on a pencil. A map 
was spread out before him, weighted down with the Colonel’s 
revolver. He glanced up as GG entered. He had a hooked nose and 
brown eyes as limpid as a deer’s. GG did not like him and knew that 
the dislike was returned. Hassan had been cool ever since the night 
GG had killed the Jews on the last raid. 

Now, however, GG made a bluff effort to be friendly. He had to 
work with the man, trust him, because Damascus would not replace 
him. Privately GG thought the man was a fairy and he did not like 
fairies. He was bisexual himself, and not averse to a pretty boy once in 
a while, but on the whole he tended to women. And, gross Gott, if he 
ever got this fornicating operation over with, he was going to have a 
woman again. Lots of them. Maybe even a boy. But he was a man 
about it—not a simpering nance! 

He put a big paw on Hassan’s slim shoulder and peered at the map. 
On a plastic overlay their line of march and attack had been marked 
in rubrics. GG squeezed the Colonel’s shoulder in mock amiability. “In 
Gottes Namen, Hassan, why do you continue to pore over the battle 
order? It is finished, man, worked out to the last detail! Relax. Have a 


few drinks. Go find yourself a woman!” GG roared with laughter. 
There was not a woman this side of Tasil and they both knew it. And 
if there were she would be a fat Bedouin whore with no teeth. 

The Colonel managed a faint smile. He was, and he admitted it, a 
little afraid of this big bald German. To steer the conversation away 
from himself he said, “The flame throwers have not yet arrived, sir.” 

GG was at a tall steel cabinet, taking out a black burnoose and 
head cloth, also a black agal. “To hell with the flame throwers. They 
would make a nice touch, I admit, but we do not really need them. It 
is the gas masks we must have! I cannot order men, even these men, 
to go into a village that has been soaked in Lewisite without masks. At 
transmission time send those bastards in Damascus another most 
urgent message. Tell them to get off their asses and get those masks 
down here!” 

GG slipped the burnoose over his uniform, put on the head cloth 
and adjusted the agal before a small mirror. He took a holster and 
belt, the holster containing a Walther, a P-38, from a hook and 
buckled it around him over the burnoose. 

“T have a little business this evening,” he told the Colonel. “I will 
be gone for five or six hours. You, of course, are in charge. Post your 
sentries as soon as it gets dark. Work as usual, but show no more 
lights than you absolutely must. Now call the motor pool and have my 
Land Rover brought here. Tell them to put a Reising in the front seat, 
with three spare clips.” 

“Yes, sir.” The Colonel picked up a field phone and spoke briefly. 
He hung up and looked at GG, who was lighting another of the little 
black cigars. 

“You are going alone, sir? Without a guard?” 

The big man stared at him coldly over his cigar. Then, “in the 
fruity British accent he had so carefully taught himself—he knew he 
had been slipping of late, and thinking in German—he said: “My dear 
old chap—I was prowling deserts, alone, when you were still sucking 
your mother’s tit.” He went out. 

The Syrian Colonel stared after him for a moment, then shook his 
head and looked at his map again. The man was Shaitan incarnate! No 
doubt of that.The Colonel wished to Allah that he had never been 
involved in this matter. But what could a man do? Damascus whistled 
and you jumped. He had a wife and children to feed. His forehead 
creased as he bent over the map. If he kept his record clean he would 
be a general in another three or four years. Then he could take 
another wife, perhaps. Zoe was beginning to get along in years. 

He shook away the thoughts of domestic felicity and stared at the 
map. Clever. You had to hand the son of a camel that—he was clever! 
He knew how to plan. With a well-manicured finger he traced the red 


line of attack on the overlay. 

GG, with his tanks and halftracks, would slash into the narrow 
corridor between the southern shore of the Sea of Galilee and the 
Jordanian border. Every man, including himself and the General, 
would be wearing the Israeli uniforms that had been made in 
Damascus. Authentic to the last detail. 

They would hit the kibbutz of Sha’ar Hagolan first, kill as many 
Jews as possible and load their bodies into a truck. After the corpses 
had been dressed in Israeli uniforms. 

After destroying the kibbutz and severing all communications, they 
would wheel rapidly to the east and into Jordan and attack the village 
of Umm Qays. If the khamsin held steady they would use the poison 
gas, if not they would depend more on the atrocities. The bald man 
had given his men exact instructions on that. He had, in fact, given 
them free rein to do as they liked. The Colonel closed his eyes and 
rubbed his brow with a delicate hand. He knew the men and he knew 
what it was going to be like: women raped, children mutilated, men 
hanged and their genitals mutilated, perhaps cut off and thrust into 
their mouths. 

Then the dead Israelis would be scattered about, with Israeli 
weapons. All of their own dead, GG’s men, would be carefully 
collected and put in the truck. Then a straight dash north to the Syrian 
border and safety. 

Yes, it was a cunning plan. And very, very nasty. The Colonel 
stared at the big revolver holding down a corner of the map. He heard 
the Land Rover stop outside the trailer, heard the bald man giving 
orders to the motor pool driver. 

The Colonel’s hand crept toward the revolver. It could be stopped. 
Even now it could be stopped. One shot in the back would do it. 

He drew his hand back. No. He hadn’t the nerve, the guts! His own 
life would be forfeit. And why should he lose his life for infidels? He 
shrugged. Inshallah. 

Nevertheless, as he heard the Land Rover drive off, he turned to 
the east and muttered under his breath: Let something terrible happen 
to that bald pile of camel dung! 


CHAPTER 11 


ONE OF THE THINGS that made Killmaster a top agent—and had 
allowed him to survive so long—was his ability to awaken instantly 
from deep sleep when he heard a “wrong” noise. He was like a mother 
who can sleep through an explosion if it has nothing to do with her, 
but will come instantly awake when her baby cries. 

It was the faint slither of leather on sand that awoke him now. He 
was instantly alert. The flap of the little black tent was open and he 
saw a white shadow slip across the opening and vanish. It was the 
furtiveness of movement that alerted Nick. Someone was leaving the 
wadi from the narrow end, away from the Bedouin camp. Someone 
who obviously did not wish to be seen or heard. 

It was dark now and pitch black in the tent. He heard Sabra’s easy 
breathing. He stooped and left the tent in time to see another flash of 
white to his right, just leaving the narrow mouth of the wadi. The 
flutter of white turned to the right, out of the wadi, so whoever it was 
could be going to the oasis. But the women did not go to the oasis at 
night, and he could think of no reason why any of the men should. 
Ordinarily he would have let it go, as of no consequence, but on a 
mission everything was his business. He went after the prowler. 

He reached the mouth of the wadi and stopped. Here a deep gully 
ran transversely, wending its way through sand and seared hillocks 
and rock formations, in the direction of the oasis. He could see 
nothing. Then he heard a rock fall and skitter somewhere off to his 
right. Nick waited a full minute, checking the Luger in his belt holster 
and the stiletto in the chamois sheath. He slid cautiously down into 
the gully and, on his hands and knees at first, began to crawl along it 
in the direction of the oasis. At once he tore his hand on a thorn bush, 
cursed silently, and kept going. 

There was not supposed to be a moon tonight, because of the 
overcast, and there wasn’t. Not in any real sense. But now and again 
the hidden moon would find a thin spot in the curdle of cloud and 
manage to push a little illumination through. It was enough. 

Killmaster was wearing green fatigues and thus blended in with the 
landscape; the man ahead of him—he was sure it must be a man—was 
wearing a white burnoose which, now and then, glimmered in the 
darkness. Nick came to the end of the gully and saw the man some 
two hundred yards ahead of him, in more open ground now, walking 
steadily toward the little oasis. 

Nick let the evanescent figure take a lead of some five hundred 
yards, then went after him. He was positive now that the man was up 


to some sort of skullduggery. He was an Arab—he had to be—and 
when an Arab walks instead of rides there has to be a good reason. Or 
a bad one. And this one ahead of him was simply too furtive to be on 
honest business. Nick Carter had learned, long ago, not to overlook or 
discount the obvious. 

He followed cautiously, lagging well behind, using the rugged 
terrain like the master stalker he was. He closed a little at the last and 
was some two hundred yards behind when the white burnoose entered 
a small stand of date palms that surrounded the oasis. The figure 
vanished. Nick flattened on the harsh earth and waited, straining his 
eyes. Nothing moved. Whoever it was, he was now in the shelter of 
the palms and waiting. Waiting for what? 

After a moment he began the stalk, the Luger ready in his hand. 
Slowly, and painfully because of sharp rock, thorn and abrasive sand, 
he began to inch his way toward the oasis. It took him half an hour to 
get within fifty yards of the first date palms. In all that time he saw 
and heard nothing from the oasis. Whoever it was knew how to wait. 
Nick stopped and lay with his face pressed against rock. The night was 
cool, the khamsin was blowing steadily from the west, but he was 
sweating heavily. He debated. It would be dangerous, even foolhardy, 
to try to get closer. The man was an Arab, a desert Arab, and might 
know he was being followed. Might be waiting patiendy for a shot at 
Nick, or a chance with a dagger. Nick decided to wait where he was. 
He could be as patient as any Arab. 

Slowly the sound intruded on the night. It came from the north, 
very faint at first, then growing in volume. Killmaster, whose hearing 
was extremely keen, could not believe it at first. It had to be some 
trick of the wind! 

It wasn’t. It was the sound of an engine. A car of some kind, 
grinding toward the oasis in low gear. A moment later he identified 
the sound—a Land Rover. He lifted his head and saw two tiny cat’s 
eyes approaching the oasis from the north. Blackout lights! Mere 
white slits in the gloom. 

Elation mixed with disbelief in the man from AXE. It just couldn’t 
be! The bastard wouldn’t risk coming himself, for whatever reason, 
this late in the game. And yet— 

He watched the cat eyes draw closer to the oasis. And yet—all the 
files gave GG A-plus for physical courage! Excitement began to mount 
in him. He began to worm his way even closer to the oasis. 

Killmaster was within thirty-five yards of the clump of date palms 
when his cover ran out. He went to ground behind a flat boulder that 
stood six inches above ground. Beyond him, to the edge of the oasis, 
was nothing but smooth sand. He had come as far as he could without 
risking a fire fight, and he wasn’t ready for shooting yet. He had to 


know. 

The Land Rover crawled to the far side of the oasis and stopped. 
The driver, whoever he was, did not turn off the tiny lights. Nick 
listened, cursing the wind because it was away from him, and heard 
nothing. There was, he decided, only one man in the Land Rover. 

He leveled the Luger across the flat rock and sighted in on the cat’s 
eyes. Not that he meant to shoot blind. Not that he would shoot at all, 
in this situation. He would bet that the driver of the Land Rover 
would have a Tommy gun, and the Arab would surely be armed. Nick 
was outgunned, and his tactical position was poor. He would have to 
wait and, when the Arab returned, if he did, take him and make him 
talk. 

The khamsin died for a moment and he heard the men speaking. 
Speaking in Arabic. Their voices were faint, hollow, a million miles 
away. Then the wind blew again and the sound was gone. 

Someone touched him on the arm and Sabra whispered: “Don’t 
shoot, Nick! Whatever you do, don’t shoot!” 

She had come up behind him without a sound, touching him 
before he knew she was there. Not many did that to Nick Carter. She 
was like a phantom! 

He reached for her hand and touched one firm breast instead. After 
an instant she moved a little away. She groped, found his hand and 
squeezed it. Her warm mouth was against his ear, whispering. 

“Who is it?” 

“Someone from our camp. An informer, I think. And—this is crazy, 
but it’s a strong hunch—and GG himself!” 

“Oh, my God!” 

He could sense the turmoil in her. He felt her slim body begin to 
tremble. “Oh, my God,” she said again. “If you’re right we could end it 
now!” 

As she spoke they saw a bulky dark figure pass before tiny 
headlights. Then a flash of white. Then, again, nothing. 

Sabra stopped trembling. When she whispered again her voice was 
angry, under control. “Nick! You could be right. He took insane 
chances when he was with Rommel!” She uttered a foul word that 
somehow did not surprise him. “What a chance for us—and we can’t 
take it. I’ve got a Colt .45 and my revolver and the knives, that’s all.” 

“lve got a Luger and a stiletto,” said Nick softly. “He’s bound to 
outgun us. We’d never make it to the first palm tree.” 

He could feel the determination in her. “We can try,” she said 
urgently. “We can try! Crawl as far as we can, then make a dash for it. 
We can catch them off guard. We do have a chance, Nick, we do! Oh, 
damn it! If only we had machine guns and some grenades! Damn the 
luck!” 


Killmaster was tempted. In a split second he weighed the odds, 
examined them carefully and found them wanting. They might, with 
luck, get as far as the oasis before they were spotted. GG had not lived 
this long by being careless. There would be a hell of a gun fight and it 
was doubtful that any of them would survive it. And yet the Devil 
took care of his own. GG would have a machine gun—it was 
unthinkable that he did not—and if anyone did survive it would be he. 
Virtue did not always triumph, not in this sad world. 

“No,” he whispered firmly. “We don’t try it. Our best bet is to wait 
and get our informer going back. He’ll be able to tell us quite a lot. 
With a little persuasion, maybe.” 

A pistol cracked sharply in the oasis. Nick, who was an expert in 
such matters, thought it was either a Luger or a P-38. GG would carry 
such a weapon. 

He pressed his mouth against Sabra’s soft ear. “We can forget our 
informer, I think. My guess is that he’s just been paid off.” 

She was fierce. “Yes. But now let’s go after GG! There’s only one 
now! We can—” 

She was on the point of leaping to her feet. Nick tugged her down. 
“No, damn it! No! We can’t face a Tommy gun. And if we missed him, 
messed it up, then we’ll have warned him that we’re here. No! Let him 
go for now. We'll get him. That I promise you.” 

The Land Rover had turned and was driving away, the engine 
growling softly. There was no taillight. They waited until the 
reflection of the cat’s eyes vanished over a dune, until the sound of the 
engine vanished. Then they walked slowly toward the oasis. 

“T brought along a flashlight,” Sabra said as they entered the palm 
grove and approached the muddy little pool. A huddled white bundle 
lay at the edge of the pool. 

Sabra directed a cone of light on the white thing. The face was in 
the water. Nick grabbed a pair of ankles and pulled it out of the pool, 
turned it over. The stark light glinted on staring brown eyes, a hooked 
nose. 

Sabra flicked the light off. “Ali,” she said dully. “Ali, damn it! I 
wonder if he was acting on his own, or if the Sheik sent him. I told 
you, remember? You can’t trust them an inch, any of them.” 

Nick saw no reason to mention his own intuitive distrust of Ali. 
The man was dead and that was that. If the Sheik was in on the 
betrayal they would find out soon enough. 

Sabra was staring down at the dead man. The front of his head had 
been blown off. “They’ll play both ends against the middle every 
time,” she said dully. “And they’re not even immoral, really. It’s just 
their way of life.” 

There was a little hut of thatch and palm leaves not far from the 


pool. Nick led her toward it now. “Okay. Now let’s have a smoke, me 
at least, and talk it over. This might change things a lot, or it might 
not. Anyway we’ve got to figure it out.” 

The hut was barren except for a few racks of dates that had been 
put to dry. Nick sank down on the dirt floor and lit a cigarette, 
inhaling gratefully. Sabra sank down beside him. He could sense that 
she was in a low cycle, disconsolate, on the verge of despair. It was 
the first time he had seen her in such a mood. It was time, he thought, 
to move in and take over. But very gently, with no fanfare, so 
gradually that she would not really understand what was happening 
until he was firmly in command. 

“We had him,” she said. She was speaking to herself more than to 
him. “We had him right in our hands and he got away. After all these 
years!” 

More to cheer her up than because he believed it, Nick said: “We 
don’t really know that it was GG.” 

“T know,” she said sullenly. “I know. It was GG.” 

Yes, he acknowledged silently. It was GG. 

Killmaster took a deep drag on his cigarette. The red coal glowed 
and faded in the gloom of the hut. “How much did Ali know? How 
much does the Sheik know?” 

She was so close to him that he felt her shrug. “Just that I wanted 
to find GG and his base camp. Nothing more. Naturally I didn’t tell 
them who we are, or why we wanted to find GG and his camp. The 
Sheik is too cunning to ask, anyway. He knew I wouldn’t tell him.” 

Nick said, “Then the damage isn’t too great.” 

“The hell it isn’t!” she told him harshly. “He’s alerted now. He 
knows that an American and an Israeli woman are looking for him. 
He'll figure it out. He’ll tag me as Israeli Intelligence right away and 
probably put you down as CIA.” 

That was all right with Nick, but he said nothing. He smoked and 
considered. “You could go back and call in your people, Sabra. There’s 
plenty of time yet. Your air force could plaster him at dawn and then 
drop in your paratroopers. I doubt he’ll expect us to act so fast. It’s 
your decision.” 

It was, in the most vital sort of way. Only she could call in the 
Israeli air and paratroopers. She would have a security code, 
recognition signals, which only she knew. Israeli Intelligence would 
pay no attention to him. 

It was a long time before she answered. He knew it was an 
agonizing decision to make. It was a one-time operation and 
everything must go smoothly. The Israelis had to strike swiftly and get 
out of Syria fast. If they could do that, and take prisoners who would 
talk—GG if possible—then it would be only another incident. A major 


one, but still only an incident. If they took GG alive, and he talked, the 
Syrians would not dare make a big noise about it. But if they fouled 
up, if things went wrong, if the Syrian Army got involved in any way, 
then the war was on. Even without GG’s raid. 

He waited. Finally she said, “No. We can’t risk that. Maybe this 
Majhad is telling the truth, maybe not. He’s the Sheik’s man, 
remember. Or he may mean well and just be a stupid liar, a braggart. 
No. We’ve got to make a recon, see for ourselves. Get our own fix. 
Then [ll call in the air and the paratroopers.” She started to get up. 

Nick Carter was never to know whether it was an accident or if she 
willed it so, but Sabra stumbled and fell into his arms. Without 
guidance, or hesitation, their lips met. Neither of them spoke. After a 
moment Sabra struggled feebly and tried to push him away. Nick 
tightened his big arms and held her to him. She went limp, sighed, 
and thrust her tongue deep into his mouth. 

It was a sexual explosion the like of which Nick had never known 
before in his affairs with women the world over. They were two 
inflamed bodies in _ perfect erotic counterpoint, each one 
complementing the other’s grasping and stroking and smoothing and 
possessing. Without taking her mouth from his she delved, with both 
hands, at his body. He unbuttoned her jacket with trembling fingers, 
unfastened her bra and felt the velvet of her large white breasts fall 
into his hands. He bathed his face in the valley between them and 
kissed each rigid nipple. 

Sabra unhooked her gun belt, with the heavy .45, and flung it 
away from her. She wrapped her arms about him and clung, her lips 
glued to his, as Nick fiercely stripped her of the pants and a flimsy 
pair of nylon briefs. He saw the shimmer of white buttocks in the dark 
as she raised her legs. He entered her in frenzy and she screamed, her 
first sound, as though he had stabbed her. 

They became not so much lovers as amorous enemies, each 
striving to subdue the other. Sabra wrapped her slim legs about him, 
locked her heels high on his back and sought to devour him. After a 
few moments she began a little mindless chant: “No—no—no—no—no 
—no—” 

Nick was as mindless, as caught, as she was. He thrust deeper and 
harder, deeper and harder, trying to immerse himself. He fell away 
into the land of nothing was, nothing is, nothing will be. Only now! 

They convulsed together. Sabra screamed again. Nick shuddered 
and, with brute animal sounds, collapsed atop her. They lay quietly 
for a minute or two, unable to move. 

As his sanity returned he heard her weeping sofdy. He kissed her 
cheek and tasted her tears. She turned her head away from him. When 
she spoke it was with fierceness and anger: “It didn’t mean a thing! Do 


you understand? It didn’t mean a thing! And it will never happen 
again. Now let me up!” 

He kissed the corner of her mouth and this time she did not pull 
away. He held her for an instant and whispered, “I understand. It 
didn’t mean a thing.” He let her go. 

He felt drained and euphoric as he watched her adjust her 
clothing. Maybe now, he thought, maybe now she can relax a bit. 
Some of the fear, the tension, the anxiety, must have been siphoned 
off in that explosion. 

He found her gun belt and handed it to her. She buckled it on, then 
reached to touch his arm. “It did not happen,” she said softly. “Do you 
understand, Nick? It never happened.” 

“Right,” said Killmaster. “It never happened.” 

They left the hut. Sabra glanced at Ali’s body. “What about that? 
Shall we take it back to the camp or send someone for it?” 

She was asking, not telling or ordering. Nick moved smoothly into 
the leadership that she was, with intent or not, offering. 

“Leave it,” he said. “Not a word about this to the Sheik. If he asks 
where Ali is—we don’t know. We haven’t seen him. Now let’s get back 
to camp and see if Majhad and the men are ready. It’s time to ride.” 

As they approached the black tent of Sheik al Khalifa they saw 
their party waiting. The Sheik was talking to Majhad. Nearby were the 
twenty Bedouin the Sheik had promised: fierce-looking men standing 
by cleanlimbed horses, silent for the most part, all in head cloths and 
burnooses, all armed with old Mausers or Enfields— one with an 
ancient jebel—and all carrying side arms. 

As they approached the Sheik he said, “We have been ready this 
half hour, desert flower. My men are impatient. You will ride now?” 

Sabra made a salaam. “I am sorry, oh beloved of God. We were 
walking on the desert and making our plans. We will go now, by your 
permission.” 

The Sheik’s single eye swiveled from Sabra to Nick and back again. 
His nearly toothless mouth tightened for a moment, then relaxed. 
“You will go now. I have given you my best twenty men. Majhad is to 
command them and you are to command Majhad. This is 
understood?” 

The girl said: “It is, oh favorite of Allah. I require but a moment to 
get some things from my tent. And there is the radio, devout one—it is 
very precious to me. You will see that it is well guarded?” 

The Sheik inclined his head. “It shall be done.” Again he glanced 
from Sabra to Nick. He shook his head. “I think, oh fair one, that my 
harem is not going to see you after all. It is written so for those who 
can read it. It is bad fortune for me and good fortune for my wives. I 
shall not have to divorce or kill them.” 


His glance fixed on Sabra. “Go then, heart of my heart. May Allah’s 
mercy attend thee.” 

Sheik al Khalifa turned and went back into his black tent. The flap 
dropped into place. Nick felt a queer sense of relief. The smart old 
bastard. He knew! Nick found that he was sweating heavily. 

While Sabra went to the tent to get her rucksack with the 
compasses, maps, dividers and paper and pencils—all they would need 
to get an absolute fix—Majhad brought Nick his horse. It was a fine 
beast, white and pure-bred Arabian, a bundle of nerves. Nick admired 
the animal, stroking the velvet cool muzzle to get acquainted. He 
knew a little something about Arabs, having ridden them in the States 
from time to time. They were graceful, fast, intelligent and, above all, 
spirited. And this one was white! The only white animal in the party. 

When Nick pointed this out to Majhad, adding that he did not 
exactly relish being a target, the man only shrugged and said: “There 
is no other, sar. Perhaps you would prefer a camel? You will not be 
able to keep up, but—” 

“No camel!” Nick was curt. 

Majhad stroked the animal’s nose and smiled at Nick. “You are 
wise indeed, sar. His name is Emir. He will serve you well. And now 
the lady comes and we shall go.” 

They formed a column of twos and rode out the narrow end of the 
wadi. Nick and Sabra rode at the head of the column, just behind 
Majhad, who was to guide them to the Wadi as Shaitan. There was no 
moon, but the faint effluence of light from the clouds was enough. 
Nick watched Majhad’s turban bobbing ahead of him and muttered to 
Sabra, “I hope to God he knows what he is doing! If the Sheik is 
playing Ali’s game he’s going to lead us into a trap, and if he does 
we’ve had it. GG will string us up and use us for target practice.” 

He saw her shake her head. “No. I don’t think so, Nick. I think the 
old man is playing it straight for now. Call it intuition, maybe, but 
that’s what I think.” 

She was quite herself again, he saw. Or, if she was shaken, 
regretful or glad, she kept it well hidden. He was content enough. The 
job was ahead now—and the job was everything. 

They had ridden some three miles to the north when the first plane 
came over. 


CHAPTER 12 


IT WAS AN OLD propeller job, coming in low under the clouds. It 
passed within a quarter of a mile of them, headed south toward the 
Bedouin camp. A chill raced through Killmaster. GG could have had a 
radio in that Land Rover. He could have sent a message, either direct 
or through his base camp, to the nearest Syrian airfield. Nick damned 
himself for an idiot! They should have had the camp evacuated. But 
who would have guessed that GG would, or could, act so fast? And 
maybe he was wrong. Maybe— 

The flares began to pop, one after another, bright stars hanging in 
the sky behind them. Directly over the camp. They illuminated a 
square mile with fiery brilliance, a stark, glaring light that revealed 
everything that stood or moved on the ground. 

Nick held up his hand and the little column halted. Nick spurred 
up to Majhad, who was staring at the conflagration in the sky with 
awe. 

Killmaster, not trusting his Arabic, or his authority over these 
fierce men, ordered Majhad to halt them along the dune top they had 
just breasted. Majhad rode back down the column, passing on the 
order. Nick and Sabra huddled to one side, watching the flares sink to 
earth. They were immediately replaced by new ones as the prop- 
driven plane droned around in circles. 

Emir, frightened by the flares, nearly threw Nick before he got the 
animal under control. Sabra, having less trouble with her horse, 
helped Nick get Emir quiet. Then I she put a hand on Nick’s. “It’s a 
pathfinder, isn’t it? They’re after the camp!” 

Killmaster, his guts burning with the new rage beginning to build 
in him, said: “Yes. Got to be. They’re after us, Sabra. The lousy bastard 
didn’t waste any time!” 

“And we’re here, safe, while they—oh, Nick, those poor people! 
The women and—and the babies.” Her voice broke. He glanced at her, 
saw that she was jamming a fist against her mouth. Sabra was, he 
thought, getting pretty near the edge. She had been through a lot. 
Years of it, probably, and no agent’s nerves lasted forever. He could 
only hope that she wouldn’t crack until the mission was completed. If 
it ever was. 

The Arabs were off to one side, a little knot of men and horseflesh, 
awed and frightened by the blaze in the sky. Several had dismounted 
and were on their knees in the sand, facing east and praying. 

“Wa-llaah! It is indeed the end of the world! May Allah be 
merciful!” 


The jets came in then. Nick could not see them, but from the high 
whine he marked them down as MIG-19s. He thought six, but couldn’t 
be sure. He instinctively braced himself for the hell that he knew was 
due to break loose. 

The MIGs made the first run with machine guns and cannon. One 
after the other they went screaming down on the cluster of black tents 
so pitilessly revealed in the glare of the flares. After the first run each 
jet climbed, banked and came in for another run. This time they were 
dropping H.E. and fragmentation bombs. 

Nick and Sabra, the AXEman nearly convulsed with fury now, 
could hear the whistle of every bomb—then the hollow—crump- 
crump-crump-crump— 

Nick reined Emir close to Sabra and took her hand. It was as cold 
as death. She was staring at the red glare on the horizon, tears 
streaming down her face. Nick squeezed her hand, but did not speak. 
Let her cry. Get it out of her system. The madder she got the better. 
He knew what he was going to do now, what he must do, and he was 
going to need her. Need the real Sabra. The cool, efficient agent he 
had met in Marrakesh. 

In ten minutes it was over. The prop plane had departed long ago. 
Now the jets went searing north, heading for their base, hugging the 
deck and hedge-hopping. One passed within a hundred yards of them, 
at an altitude of not more than a thousand feet. Nick tensed in his 
saddle. But the MIG did not see them and skimmed away to vanish in 
the night. 

Killmaster had not expected such discipline from Arabs. He had 
expected them to go riding back, hell for leather. Instead they waited 
while Majhad came up to Nick. “The men wish to go back, sar. At 
once. They have wives, you understand, and children. If it is permitted 

“Of course.” Nick raised in his stirrups and waved at the Arabs. 
They wheeled their mounts and broke back toward the camp on the 
dead gallop. 

Majhad lingered to ride with Nick and Sabra. “I have no family,” 
he explained solemnly. “I am alone. It is best, I think.” 

Sabra said, “They are going to blame us for this.” 

Nick looked at Majhad, riding beside him. “What do you think, 
Majhad? Will they blame us?” 

The guide shrugged. “It is possible, sar. They are ignorant men and 
do not understand these matters. It is true, as the lady says, that there 
might be trouble.” 

“There is going to be trouble, all right,” Nick said grimly. “But not 
all for us.” He decided to trust Majhad. He told them what he 
intended to do. 


Sabra was slumped in the saddle. For a little while she said 
nothing, then: “All right, Nick. I agree. You are in command now.” 

Majhad grinned at Nick, showing all his gleaming teeth. “You are 
mad, sar. I say it with all respect, but you are mad! We will need the 
help of Shaitan’s jinns to achieve this thing. But I also agree. It will be 
a great adventure—and a warrior’s death.” 

“IT count on you,” said Nick, “to help me convince the rest of the 
men. But we must act quickly. Very quickly.” 

They rode back through the narrow mouth of the wadi. Killmaster 
had seen a lot of hell in his life, but never anything to match this. He 
glanced at Sabra. She was crying without shame. Majhad’s dark face 
was made of stone. Nick felt a hotness behind his eyelids and blinked 
it away. And made a prayer to whatever gods there were—just let him 
get his hands about the throat of GG! 

They skirted a line of bomb craters and came to the central part of 
the camp. Here the devastation was complete. The Sheik’s tent had 
taken a direct bomb hit. In the splintered mishmash Nick saw a leg, an 
arm, a woman’s torso with bare breasts and no head. Camels, sheep 
and goats had died and left a charnel house of intestines and shredded 
flesh. Bodies of old men and women, some with children in their arms, 
lay sprawled about in the grotes-querie that is death. If any had 
escaped—and Nick thought that some must have—they had vanished 
into the darkness, insane with shock and fear. 

Then he saw the woman. She was crouching in the bottom of a 
still-smoking crater, trying to fit the head of a child back into place on 
a small body. She was, he saw, getting it on backward. She looked up 
as they passed, staring at them with blank eyes. She did not know 
they were there. 

Sabra leaned over and vomited. 

The Arabs were beginning to disperse, seeking for some living 
thing that was their own. It was hard, but Nick knew that he must 
hold them, must command their attention and obedience at once if he 
meant to carry out his plan. 

He leaned toward Majhad. “Call them. Ask them to gather around 
me. Then I want you to interpret, Majhad. You will use my thoughts, 
but your own words, you understand. I think you will know how. We 
must make them see that this thing must be avenged. Now. At once. 
To do that they must ride with me.” 

Majhad was grim. “I do not think, sar, that it will be hard to 
convince them.” 

Sabra had vanished. Now she came riding back, pale and looking 
ill, and said: “Nick! The radio—shot to bits. We can’t call for help. 
We're cut off.” 

He had expected that. 


“No matter,” he said. “If my plan works we'll have a radio. His 
radio. That will be part of your assignment, Sabra. The most important 
part. Get to GG’s radio and bring in your paratroopers. We’ll work 
everything out. Right now I’ve got a little recruiting job to do.” 

The Arabs began to form around the three of them—Nick, Sabra 
and Majhad. The AXEman could hear a mutter of curses and 
complaints. This could, he thought, be a little ticklish. Best get them 
before those nasty thoughts congealed into action. He had an 
alternative for them. 

He looked at Majhad. “Tell them,” he said, “that if they want 
revenge on those who have done this thing they must ride with me. 
Tell them that if we ride hard we can be at the Ravine of the Devil by 
dawn. The enemy will pull his sentries in then, and we may surprise 
him. 

“Tell them also that, as I do not he and wish them to know what 
they face, that there is at least a thousand of the enemy. There are 
twenty-three of us. But if we can surprise the enemy and capture a 
radio, we will soon have help. Soldiers will drop from the sky and aid 
us. Tell them all of that, Majhad, and tell it well and truly. At the very 
last tell them that we will probably all die—but we will have revenge 
for this.” And he waved his hand around to indicate the smoldering 
remains of the camp. 

Majhad stood in his stirrups and signaled for silence. Rapidly he 
translated Nick’s words into Arabic. Nick could follow it well enough 
and he concealed a satisfied smile. Majhad was dressing it up a bit, 
but that was all to the good. There were many references to Allah and 
to the bravery of Bedouin who were not afraid to die a warrior’s 
death. Majhad ended with a flourish that brought a shout from the 
men. 

They raised their rifles and began a fierce chant: “Al-laahu Akbar! 
In the name of Allah—revenge!” 

Yet one man, older than the rest, said, “We are but twenty-three 
against a thousand! We surely ride to our death, my brothers.” 

Nick pointed at the man who had spoken. “You do not have to ride 
with us. I do not order you. We want no faint hearts.” 

The man scowled, raised his rifle and shook it. “I am no coward, 
white face! I am not afraid of Paradise! I but thought—” 

Killmaster, quite caught up in the drama now—aware of it and yet 
enjoying it—reached to pull a long curved sword from Majhad’s 
scabbard. If Hawk could only see him now! 

He rose in his saddle and waved the sword to the north. “There is 
no time for thinking,” he shouted. “There is only time for action, for 
revenge! Revenge! Follow me, then. For you who seek it—I will give 
it.” 


He spurred Emir around and began to ride out of the wadi. Sabra 
fell in behind him. There was a look of surprise and admiration on her 
lovely pale face. Nick winked at her. 

As he rode out of the wadi he was thinking and planning far 
ahead. This was a tremendous throw of the dice. There was only a 
faint chance, a very faint chance, that any of them would get out of it 
alive. 


CHAPTER 13 


THEY LEFT the gaunt hills and got into big dune country. The sand 
rolled away, dune after dune, in static yellow waves. The moon was 
playing peekaboo now and then, staring with disinterest from a 
mottled archway of cloud. Nick was in the lead, showing Emir no 
mercy, hoping the horse would not die under him before they reached 
their destination. Behind him several horses did fall, dead or utterly 
blown. Their riders left them and leaped up to ride pillion on stronger 
beasts. 

It was near to five o’clock when Majhad spurred up beside Nick 
and signaled him to halt. They were on the crest of a tall dune. 

“This is the end of sand,” Majhad said. He pointed ahead of them 
down the slope. “Shaitan’s country begins here, a mile or so, sar. Then 
perhaps five miles to the great wadi itself. In this we must go very 
carefully, you understand. The way is rough and treacherous and it is 
easy to kill horses.” 

It was natural, as an Arab, that Majhad should think of the horses. 
Killmaster was thinking along different lines. After a few more miles 
the horses would have served their purpose. Yet it was as good a spot 
as any for a council of war. 

“Tell them to dismount and rest,” he said to Majhad. “Then come 
back to me. We will make our final plans.” 

Sabra slid out of her saddle with a little groan. “Ohhh—what a 
ride! You’ve got Arab blood in you somewhere, Nick Carter! It’s a 
wonder we’re not all dead! Horses and men.” 

Nick’s grin was bitter. “Keep it in mind, Sabra. The chances are 
very good that we will be before long.” 

He had not dismounted. Sabra came and stood beside him, 
stroking Emir’s foam-smeared muzzle. “It is desperate, isn’t it? This 
thing we’re doing. There really isn’t much chance for us, is there?” 

“Not much. For us, personally. But a good chance we can bring off 
the mission. We’ve got to raise enough hell, create enough confusion, 
to let you get to a radio and call in your people. Two hundred of your 
paratroops should be able to handle GG’s rabble—but they’re no good 
unless we can get in touch.” 

Sabra nodded. “Our men will massacre them!” She had been 
listless and silent since they had left the bombed-out camp, but now 
her voice rose on a note of exaltation. 

“Two hundred of our best! Each man has taken the blood oath, 
Nick! They have gone to Masada and taken the oath—’Masada shall 
not fall again!’ “ 


Killmaster had heard of the oath, and respected it. After he had 
taken it no Israeli paratrooper could ever surrender. He must die 
fighting. 

He said: “They’ll have all the necessary weapons and materiel? 
Light and heavy machine guns? Bazookas? I’m betting that GG has got 
a few tanks stashed away in those caves. God only knows what else!” 

Sabra placed her hand lightly on his knee. “Yes. They will have all 
that is required. You are in command now, Nick, and I can tell you 
these things—Shin Bet has worked everything out to the last detail. 
The chief of your AXE and my chief are old friends and they have 
worked on this together and in great secrecy. I do not think that even 
your CIA knows of this operation.” 

He wouldn’t have bet on that, but it mattered nothing at this late 
date. 

Majhad came back and stood nearby until Nick and Sabra had 
finished speaking. Nick said to him, “How are the men? They still 
wish their revenge?” 

Majhad smiled. “They wish to eat the still beating hearts of the 
enemy, sar. It is enough?” 

“Yes,” Nick agreed. “It is enough. Now, Majhad, it grows late. 
What lies ahead of us, between this place and the Wadi as Shaitan?” 

Majhad told him. Nick listened with growing satisfaction. The 
terrain, at least, was in their favor. If GG’s sentries were taken off the 
rim of the cliff overlooking the dry salt lake at dawn, as he thought 
they would be, then they should be able to approach within half a 
mile or so without being spotted. GG would, of course, have sentries 
on duty in the wadi itself, guarding the caves in the sandstone facade. 

He swung off Emir and stretched. After the camel and this ride 
tonight, his backside was never going to be the same. 

“Here is my thought,” he told Majhad and Sabra. “Surprise is the 
only advantage we have. We must make the best use of it. To do this, 
to obtain the greatest surprise, we must somehow get Syrian uniforms 
—if these misbegotten sons of camels are-wearing them—or we must 
otherwise make ourselves appear as they do.” He was speaking more 
to Majhad than Sabra, so was careful to dress his language in the 
Arab’s high-flown style. Majhad would pass it on to the other Arabs. 
With so few it was of utmost importance that the understanding and 
liaison be perfect. 

“It is also my thinking,” Nick went on, “that GG will send a 
scouting party south today to see what damage his bombs have done. 
It will probably be a small party. He may even go himself, though I 
doubt that. Or he may only send a light plane to scout the camp. This 
I do not really believe, for he will want to see our bodies—” He 
indicated himself and Sabra. “He will also want to see that our radio 


has been smashed. Whoever he sends will have orders to make sure of 
these things. Now, if I am right and he does send such a party, we 
must kill them and take their vehicles and uniforms—” 

Majhad shrugged and patted his rifle. “What could be easier?” 

“Without shooting, Majhad! Silently.” 

Majhad rubbed his chin. “That is, of course, another breed of 
camel. How is this to be done?” 

Nick Carter told him. 

Majhad smiled and nodded. “You are a true son of the desert, sar. 
Your cunning is as the jackal’s itself. It will work—if those dung 
beeties come!” 

“That,” said Nick, “is in the hands of Allah.” 

Majhad made a quick salaam. “Inshallah.” 

Nick gave crisp orders. The men were to lead their horses from 
now on. If they must speak it was to be in whispers. The animal’s 
hooves were to be muffled—they must rip up their burnooses if 
necessary. Great care was to be taken that rifles and swords did not 
clank. Water was to be used sparingly. They might have to lie for a 
long time in a hot sun on blistering rocks. Even in November the 
Syrian sun could fry you. 

Before he left to pass on the orders Majhad glanced at the eastern 
sky. “The dawn comes soon now. There will be a mist for a little time, 
I think, then it will vanish. And, sar, there must be prayers.” 

Killmaster nodded. “I know. But tell them, Majhad, tell them to say 
their prayers, this time—just this one time—under their breath.” 

The guide’s teeth glinted. “I will tell them.” As he left them they 
could hear him muttering, low voiced, “La ilaha ilia Allah!” 

Nick glanced at Sabra. “Better get your horse taken care of—we’ve 
got to penetrate a couple of miles into the badlands ahead before we 
can leave them. And we can’t trust GG not to have outiying sentries 
hidden in the rocks or caves.” 

He stripped off his burnoose and began to slice it up with the 
stiletto. As he wrapped Emir’s hooves he thought of what lay ahead of 
them. 

From what Majhad had told him, and the guide’s description was 
graphic, they were about to enter terrain that was a cross between a 
moonscape and the floor of hell. Twisted lava formations and wind- 
eroded sandstone; sand and barren rock; red granite that had been 
sawn into blocks by some giant and left strewn about; no water and 
no life except lizards and snakes. But such arid, desolate country had 
its advantages—an army could be concealed in it. Nick Carter was not 
worried on that score. All twenty-three of them, after they left the 
horses in some gulch, could vanish without trace. 

His worry at the moment was that GG, instead of sending a 


scouting party out through the single defile leading from the Wadi as 
Shaitan to the dune country, would instead content himself with 
sending a light plane. That would ruin his plan. He had another plan, 
but he did not wish to use it. It was even more suicidal than this 
present one! 

His one comfort was that there was no place near the ruined 
Bedouin camp for a plane to land, even a light plane. And it might be 
just a bit too near the Israeli border for GG. At this late date, on the 
verge of the raid—as he must be—he was not going to take any 
unnecessary risks. This was why Nick did not think he would 
accompany the scouting expedition himself, if he sent it. No. He was 
counting on GG remaining snug in his hole now until the time came to 
strike. 

Majhad came back. “All is ready, sar.” 

Sabra came up leading her horse. “Ready, Nick.” 

Nick picked up Emir’s reins and motioned for Majhad to go ahead. 
“Let’s go, then. The order is absolute quiet.” 

They started down the long northern slope of the dune. At the 
bottom of the slope the sand broke like surf against the first granite 
and sandstone—broke and vanished, surf with no foam and no tide. 

A white mist was rising as Majhad found the defile and led them 
into it. Immediately the high rock walls closed in. Nick noted, with 
relief and satisfaction, that the stony floor of the passage was wide 
enough for jeeps or small trucks. Even halftracks. Tanks? He doubted 
it. If GG had tanks he would take them out another way. 

He forgot the tanks. If his plans worked out GG was never going to 
get to use his tanks! 

Nick fell back to walk with Sabra. Behind them the silent Arabs 
came in single file, each leading his horse if he still had one. 

For a time they walked in silence broken only by the muffled clop- 
clop of hooves on rock. 

Sabra said: “Nick.” 

“Huh?” 

“T didn’t really mean it—what I said back there in the hut. It did 
mean something to me. I think I’ve fallen in love with you.” 

Killmaster stared at her. Then he smiled. “You picked a hell of a 
time for it, didn’t you, honey?” 

“Yes. Didn’t I?” She moved her slim shoulders in a little shrug. “It 
doesn’t really matter, I know. Not now. B—but I wanted you to know 
—things being the way they are. I’ve never been in love with anyone 
before. I didn’t want to die without telling you.” 

He could find nothing to say. Nothing that would not be mawkish, 
stilted and a he. He had wanted her, yes. He would want her again, no 
doubt. He did not love her. Not as he understood love. If, indeed, he 


understood love at all. As an AXE agent these many years, he had 
avoided love like the plague. 

He changed the subject abruptly. “I think you had better tell me 
your recognition code with Israeli Intelligence. In case you get it first 
—and I can get to the radio. They’re standing by on a twenty-four- 
hour watch?” 

Sabra did not hesitate. “Of course. They’re on forty megacycles. 
You identify yourself as Sabra Red Shalom. They should come back 
with Some Buried Caesar Bled. If they do, give them your fix. Then 
turn on all the power you can and wedge the key down so they can 
get a DF fix. If we can take the radio and hold it, the planes can home 
in on the signal we put out.” 

Nick considered for a moment. “GG is bound to have the latest and 
best equipment, probably a whole truckful of it. You’re talking about 
CW, thinking in terms of your little gadget. What about RT?” 

“Same thing, Nick. Forty megacycles.” 

An hour later the mist cleared. By that time Nick had his men in 
place, concealed along shelves and in niches overlooking the track. 
Before the dispersal he had called them together again and issued final 
orders. He could do no more. He could only hope, now that he lay on 
the narrow shelf with Sabra and Majhad, that the men would obey. 
That they would restrain their natural savage and vocal instincts and 
obey him. He was not too sanguine. The chances for error, for 
flubbing it, were infinite. 

Another hour passed. Occasionally they whispered, but mostly they 
lay on the searing rock and baked. The sun was slanting into the gorge 
now. From time to time Nick glanced across at the six men opposite 
him on-another ledge. He could see them plainly enough, but to 
anyone on the track below they were invisible. They were, he 
admitted, being remarkably quiet for Arabs. Nick glanced to where 
Majhad lay, half asleep unless you knew better. The guide had a 
curved dagger in one hand, his long sword in the other. Killmaster 
owed a lot to Majhad for his handling of the men, and for his own 
loyalty. If he gets out of this, he mused now, and I do, I’ll have to see 
about a money gift. Hawk can wring it out of old Simpson for me. 
Maybe even a job with AXE if he wants— 

He heard the sound of a jeep engine grinding along the track 
below. It was not yet in sight. Nick raised one hand to the men across 
the way, palm down, then brought it down in a flattening gesture. He 
made a little AXE prayer as he did so: Let the wild bastards obey 
orders—let them let the first vehicle through! 

His face against the hot rock, he peered through a crack between 
two boulders. A jeep rounded a bend of the track. Five men. Driver 
and officer in front. Only the officer wearing Syrian uniform. The 


others nondescript. Three men in the back. They were carrying 
machine guns. Nick smiled. Good! Fine! Just what they needed. 

The jeep was equipped for desert work—huge sand tires. It slowed 
for a moment as the driver shifted down, then began the slight climb 
to pass beneath the shelf where Nick lay. As it crawled under them he 
could have leaned out and spat on the Syrian officer. He was a slighdy 
built man wearing the insignia of a Colonel in the Syrian Army. Nick 
grinned. Good! If only those people down the track would remember 
their orders and not kill the officer! Nick had not hoped to pick such a 
high-ranking plum. 

He waited, anxious and impatient. The jeep vanished around a 
bend. There were fourteen men back there to take care of the jeep and 
its crew, then come to help Nick and his men if necessary. 

Come on, damn you! He had been gambling on there being two 
vehicles at least. He hoped exactiy two. Nick peered down the track, 
cursing softly. Surely GG wouldn’t send only a jeep, four men and an 
officer, on a scout like this? 

A halftrack came around the bend, its engine roaring as the driver 
double-clutched. The treads ratded and clanked on the stones. Nick 
counted rapidly. Twelve men. Thirteen counting the driver. None in 
Syrian uniform. A .50 caliber was mounted on a swivel ring near the 
front of the halftrack, with the gunner standing inside the greased 
loop of steel. 

Sabra was to remain on the ledge. This was not woman’s work. As 
the halftrack passed direcdy beneath them, crawling slowly along, 
Nick stood up, brandished the stiletto in silence and leaped. Majhad 
went with him. The six Arabs on the opposite ledge also leaped, their 
burnooses fluttering, the long curved daggers eager for throats to cut. 

Killmaster took the driver, Majhad the gunner. Nick put both feet 
into the neck of the driver, fell over to the right to skewer the man 
riding point, then whirled back to finish off the stunned driver. The 
execution in the rear of the halftrack was just as silent and deadly. Not 
a shot was fired. Majhad had daggered the gunner and put his long 
sword through another man before the other Arabs could get into 
action, but when they did it was all over in a minute. 

The halftrack was reeking with blood. Nick gave orders in a terse 
half whisper. The dead, already plundered by the Arabs, were hauled 
to the side of the track and buried in the sand. Nick and Majhad 
inspected the booty. 

They had the halftrack and the .50 caliber, with several boxes of 
ammo. There was a box of grenades and a box of flares, along with 
machine guns, pistols, revolvers and rifles. 

Majhad lifted a tarp and pointed. “Look, sar, an old BAR. That will 
come in handy, I think.” 


“Yes.” Nick examined the Browning Automatic Rifle, noting the 
spare clips, and wondering at the same time about Majhad. The man 
had been around! And, now and again, his English verged nearly into 
the colloquial. He was beginning to wonder about Majhad! 

At the moment there were more important things to consider. Nick 
was staring at the transmitter in a console just behind the driver’s 
seat. There was a jump seat which could be pulled down for the 
operator. On the floor was a clip board with message blanks, and a leg 
key with a flexible clip, like a large bicycle clip, for the operator’s 
thigh. 

Sabra, by this time, had scrambled down the cliff and joined them. 
Nick pointed out the transmitter to her. “’m thinking of changing 
plans in midstream, Sabra. Do you think you can contact your people 
on that thing?” 

She examined the transmitter closely. When she looked up at him 
her eyes were shining. “I think so, Nick. I’m sure of it! Of course—this 
is it! Now we don’t have to go in there alone, against a thousand men! 
I'll call Tiberias and—” 

“That’s fine,” Nick interrupted. “But we still have to go in. We 
want GG alive, remember?” 

She nodded. She pulled down the jump seat, clipped the key 
around one slim thigh, and began to fuss with dials. 

“Not here,” Nick ordered. “Wait until I give you the word. The 
minute that signal goes booming out GG’s DF is going to pick it up, 
take a fix, and they’ll know something has happened to their patrol. 
They'll be alerted and they might even send another patrol out 
looking for this one. Wait.” 

He got behind the wheel of the halftrack. Majhad herded the Arabs 
into the back and Nick took off. A quarter of a mile back along the 
track they found the jeep, run off to one side and canted half over 
near a huge rock slab. Four naked bodies lay on the track. Beside the 
jeep, his hands behind his head, was the Syrian Colonel. Killmaster let 
out a sigh of relief. They had followed orders and not killed the 
officer. 

As he legged out of the halftrack he told Majhad, “Get those bodies 
buried, out of sight. Then get the men together, away from the officer 
and me. Praise them. Tell them they were truly magnificent. But I 
don’t want them around while I’m talking to the officer.” Nick looked 
at Sabra. “You I do want. Come on.” 

They went to where the officer stood at rigid attention, his hands 
clasped behind his neck. Two Arabs were guarding him, scowling and 
exchanging comments which, Nick judged, were bloodthirsty enough 
to frighten a braver man than this Syrian Colonel. 

As they drew near Nick could see the man’s knees shaking. His 


head was sunk on his chest and his eyes were closed. At close range 
the AXEman could discern the fine tremors convulsing the slight body. 
The man was in absolute terror, yet trying to control it as best he 
could. 

Nick sent the two Arabs away. “Open your eyes,” he snapped. “You 
can take your hands down. Sit in the jeep if you want to. Cigarette?” 

The Colonel’s hands fell like lifeless rods. He collapsed into the off 
front seat of the canting jeep and stared at Nick. He had huge limpid 
brown eyes, clouded with fear and shock now. He reached for the 
cigarette with fingers that shook. “You are English—American?” His 
English was thick, heavily accented, but understandable enough. 

Killmaster watched him grimly for a moment as he lit the cigarette. 
Then: “Pll ask the questions, Colonel. I’ll ask each question once. Only 
once. If you try to evade, or if I even suspect you’re lying, I’ll turn you 
over to them.” He nodded to the Arabs, now gathered about the 
halftrack and Majhad. 

The Colonel made an attempt to pull himself together. He pulled 
back his shoulders and looked Nick in the eye. “I do not want that, of 
course. They are savages and—” 

“If they’re savages—what do you think Gunter Gerhardt is?” It was 
Sabra, blazing, her face a mask of rage and hatred. Nick put a hand on 
her arm and pushed her gendy away. “I’ll handle this, Sabra. Please.” 

The Colonel said, “I know of no Gunter Gerhardt. I am now serving 
as aide to General Lucy, a General William Lucy, whom I despise. I 
admit it freely. But I am a soldier and I had my orders from Damascus. 
But now I am a prisoner and I have never had any loyalty to General 
Lucy. I will tell you all I know, freely and gladly and—” He glanced at 
the Arabs. “And in return you will protect me from them?” 

“J make no promises,” said Nick Carter. “What does this General 
Lucy look like.” 

The Colonel told them. Sabra said, “At last! Now if the swine gets 
away at least we have a description.” 

“He’s not going to get away.” To the Colonel, Nick said, “Your 
General Lucy is really Gunter Gerhardt! GG of the death camps. Ever 
hear of him?” 

The Syrian Colonel’s mouth fell open and he stared. “Y-yes. I have 
heard. Who has not? But it seems incredible. I—” 

Nick looked at Sabra. “Pencil and paper. Let’s get on with this.” 

She took pencil and a pad from the capacious leg pocket of her 
fatigues and handed them to Nick. He gave them to the Colonel. “I 
want a complete plan of the Wadi as Shaitan. The caves, what’s in 
them, everything. Number the caves, from one, to the left as we enter 
the wadi. I want the locations of GG’s trailer, the radio truck and any 
other installations. I want the number of troops, the T/O, everything 


else of value. You’re an officer—you know what I want. I want it true, 
and I want it in ten minutes. We’ll leave you alone while you do it. 
Don’t do anything silly like trying to escape—there’s no place to run.” 

He and Sabra withdrew about fifty yards. She said: “You’re going 
to let him live, Nick?” She was pale and her eyes were hard, but her 
features were composed and there was no sign of the hatred that had 
flashed for a moment. 

Killmaster shrugged. “I’d like to keep him alive for your Shin Bet, 
if that’s what you mean. He’ll make a better witness, talk more freely, 
than GG. He hates the bastard nearly as much as you do.” 

After a moment she shrugged. “Yes. You are right, of course. It is 
just that one wants revenge so badly—” 

It was the final mark of the amateur, of the non-pro, but he could 
not hold it against her. He had moments of weakness himself that 
way. 

He grinned at her and patted her shoulder. “Keep it under control, 
kid. Don’t push the panic button. If we get GG I’ll give him to you— 
you, personally, can burn off his toes.” And he winked at her. 

Sabra laughed and looked a bit ashamed. “Yes. I am a fool, aren’t I. 
But you do not really understand, Nick. You have never hated as —as 
we—do.” 

The Syrian Colonel called to them and they went back to the jeep. 
The man handed Nick several sheets of paper. Nick gave him another 
cigarette and scanned the papers. It was all there, diagrams and notes. 
Supplies, food, Israeli uniforms, tanks, trucks, halftracks, poison gas, 
anti-aircraft— 

Killmaster cursed sofdy and glanced at the Colonel. “He’s even got 
anti-aircraft guns?” 

“Four of them. German guns. Old Vierlings from the war.” 

Nick considered that. Surplus. Luftwaffe flak. Very nasty flak, too. 
Four barrels that threw a nasty stream of four-ounce shells. It began to 
look as though the Israelis might lose a few planes and there was no 
help for it— unless the guns could be knocked out. 

He studied the papers once again, missing nothing, then handed 
them to Sabra. As he was about to summon the Arab guards the 
Colonel said, “Please! You will not let them kill me? I am a prisoner of 
war.” His tremors were back. 

Nick gave him a stony glance. There was no pity in him, yet he 
wanted to keep the man alive for interrogation. “I’ll do what I can,” he 
said. “I make no promises.” 

He led Sabra to the halftrack, watching as she clipped on the key 
and fiddled with the dials on the transmitter. “Start the engine,” she 
said. “I’m going to need all the power I can get. Not so much for the 
message as for the bearing to guide our planes in.” 


He started the engine of the halftrack and came back to her. “Get 
all set up, but don’t send until I give you the word. GG’s DF is going to 
pick us up the minute you start pounding that key, and when you 
wedge it down and send your solid squeal they’re going to be in here 
like a flash. So don’t touch that brass until I tell you. Got it?” 

Her long dark eyes—he remembered thinking, in the House of 
Women, that they were as dark as death—her eyes met his for a 
moment. A smile lurked at the corner of her wide red mouth. She 
nodded. “Got it, chief! Got it.” 

Majhad came up. “I must speak to you, sar.” 

They went to a spot out of earshot. Nick said, “Well, Majhad— 
what is it?” 

Majhad reached deep inside his burnoose and brought out a dirty, 
stained, crumpled card. He handed it to Nick without a word. 

Killmaster read the card in a glance. His eyes flashed back to the 
biggest print: Central Intelligence Agency. 

He looked up at Majhad. “T’ll be a sonofabitch!” 

A subtle change had come over Majhad. Only his glittering smile 
was the same. “That will not be necessary, sir. But I thought you 
should know. I have been with them now for five years, working here 
in the Middle East. I was recruited straight off the campus in 
Pittsburgh.” 

For once Nick Carter was at a total loss. He closed his mouth, 
nodded, and listened. 

“Tam quite genuine,” Majhad said. “I am an Arab—a Moslem. My 
father was a Sheik in Saudi Arabia. I am of the Murrah tribe, and we 
are the best trackers in all Arabia. But I am also very much of the 
modern world, and very much a CIA man. As such I am apolitical, or 
try to be. Like yourself, Mr. Carter!” He stared at Nick and his slow 
smile grew into a laugh. After a moment Nick joined in. 

“You fooled me,” Nick admitted. “I thought you were a little off 
center, somewhere, but I never figured you for CIA. Live and learn.” 

Majhad’s laughter vanished as quickly as it had come. “Speaking of 
living, or dying, the Arabs want the Syrian Colonel.” 

Killmaster’s eyes narrowed. “For torture?” 

Majhad nodded. “I suppose so. They consider it their right. It was 
their camp that was destroyed, their women and babies killed. My 
advice, Sir, is to give him to them. Otherwise I can’t guarantee that 
they’ll stick. They’re already getting resdess. They’re like children in a 
lot of ways—and their attention span is short.” 

Nick glanced at the jeep where the Colonel was sitting, guarded by 
two big Arabs. At that moment the Colonel raised his head and 
glanced in Nick’s direction. Nick could detect the pleading in the 
brown eyes even at that distance. He turned back to Majhad. 


“You’re sure? There will be trouble if I don’t let them have him?” 

Majhad nodded. “Yes, sir. Pretty sure.” 

“And if I do?” 

“T think they’ll stick with us. ’ve been working on them, you see. 
They want revenge, sure, but they also want loot. You’re going to 
have to let them plunder, sir.” 

It was a bitter decision, but Nick made it instantly. 

“Okay. Let them have him. But no torture! They kill him, period. 
No torture! Be sure they understand that.” 

“Yes, sir. They won’t like it, but I think I can get away with it.” 
Majhad left to stroll toward the main group of Arabs. Nick did not 
look in the direction of the Syrian Colonel again. He went back to the 
halftrack. 

“Ready to go, Sabra?” 

She did not answer at once. She was staring past him. He turned. 
The Arabs were dragging the Colonel away down the track. The man 
was resisting, fighting and kicking and trying to scream over a brown 
hand that was throttling him. 

Majhad stood watching. To him Nick said, “Tell them—quietly! No 
shooting.” 

“That will not be necessary, sir. They have no intention of shooting 
him.” 

Nick swiveled on Sabra. “You’re getting your wish. I had to let 
them have him.” 

Her mouth tightened. “He deserves it. Now—are we ready to 
transmit?” 

“In a few minutes. As soon as they finish their job. Now, after you 
establish contact with your people, tell them this—we’ll be at the 
mouth of this track, where it leads into the wadi. I’m going to try to 
hold it until the planes and paratroops get here. I think we can. But 
there is bound to be another way out of the wadi, and we don’t know 
where it is and there is nothing we could do about it if we did. Tell 
your people as quickly as possible. My guess is that it’s somewhere in 
the northern wall of cliffs. 

“You’re going to put down a bearing for them, right? Okay. Tell 
them to send a pathfinder in. As soon as we see or hear him, we'll put 
up flares right over the middle of the salt flat. I don’t see how they can 
miss that!” 

Sabra was smoothing a small map on the floor of the halftrack. 
“Youw’re sending them coordinates, too?” he asked. 

She nodded. “Yes. I don’t anticipate any trouble there, Nick. 
They’ll find us.” 

“They’d better,” said Nick Carter. “Because if they don’t we’re in 
all the trouble in the world.” 


The Arabs were coming back now. One of them was holding aloft a 
sword with something on the point. 

Nick snapped an order at the waiting Majhad. “They’ve had their 
fun. Now get them ready to go. ’ll take the jeep. Sabra and three men 
with me. You take the halftrack and the rest of them. When we reach 
the mouth of this track, where it runs into the wadi, we disperse and 
try to hold it and raise all the hell we can. You’ll get new orders then. 
Right?” 

Majhad smiled. “Right, sir. And may the blessings of Allah, and the 
CIA, attend you.” 

Nick laughed, briefly and without mirth, and turned back to Sabra. 
He and Hawk had been underestimating the CIA a bit, he admitted. 
They were better, a lot better, than they looked in the newspapers. No 
mind—this was still an AXE operation. 

The Arab with the upraised sword passed them. The still bleeding 
head of the Syrian Colonel was impaled on the steel. The limpid 
brown eyes were open and Nick could have sworn that there was a 
look of reproach in them. 

The high whine of CW was coming from the transmitter. Sabra, 
frowning and intent, was pounding the leg key. Her call letters went 
racing out over the desert to Tiberias. 

“CQ—CQ—Sabra Red Shalom—CQ—CQ—” 

She stopped sending and waited. Nick listened, feeling the tension 
building in him. They had betrayed their position now. 

A faint piping of das and dits began in the receiver. Da dit da dit 
da da dit da— The signal became stronger as Sabra fiddled the 
vernier. At last it came whining in, clear as a bell and strength five. 

“Some buried Caesar bled—R—Receiving you loud and clear. K— 
go ahead.” 

Sabra sent for five minutes. When she got the final R from Tiberias 
she looked up at Nick and smiled. “They’re scrambling now,” she said. 
“They’re on their way.” “So are we,” said Nick Carter. 


CHAPTER 14 


THEY LAY in tumbled, crazily strewn rocks around the mouth of 
the defile where it flowed into the Wadi as Shaitan as a river into a 
bay. The defile widened here and its stony floor was replaced by sand 
and salt. Nick, with Sabra feeding clips into the BAR, lay in good 
cover and sent burst after burst down the line of caves in the 
sandstone cliff. So far he had managed to keep GG’s troops penned in 
the caves. But not for long. He could hear the roar of tank engines in 
one of the caves. In minutes now they would come out, those tanks, 
and open up on the rocks. He had nothing that would stop tanks. 

Sabra slapped another clip into the BAR. She rolled over and stared 
at the sky. “Why don’t they come, Nick? Why in hell don’t they 
come?” 

Across the mouth of the defile Majhad and the Arabs were firing 
with machine guns at the caves. Nick let the BAR cool. “They’ll come,” 
he told her. He glanced at his watch. “It’s only been a little over 
twenty minutes. Be patient, woman.” 

She was gnawing at a thumb. “That tank is going to come, too. 
Any minute now. He'll blow us right out of these rocks!” 

Nick gave her a sour grin. “Tanks,” he said, just to cheer her up. 
“In the plural. The Colonel said he has six of them.” 

Her face was livid beneath the tan. The red mouth worked in 
anguish. She glared at him. “How you can joke when—” 

He patted her arm. “Easy does it, girl.” He sent another burst from 
the BAR down the line of cliffs. 

The Wadi as Shaitan, except for the gunfire, appeared desolate and 
deserted. It stretched, its salt surface gleaming in the sun, nearly a 
mile long and a quarter of a mile across. Perfect for aircraft. Nick 
hoped the Israelis would not bomb the surface to hell and back. 
Transports were going to have to land, as soon as the fight was over, 
to evacuate the paratroopers and the prisoners. 

Far down the cliffs, out of effective range of the BAR, he could see 
a camouflaged truck and a trailer and Land Rover. The radio truck, no 
doubt, and GG’s living quarters, all snugged in against the 
overhanging cliffs. 

Nick dragged the BAR back over the rocks until he could depress 
the stock a bit more. For the hell of it he sent a burst down the cliffs 
toward the camouflaged vehicles. After a moment a man came 
walking around from the rear of the trailer and began to work on the 
trailer coupling. Sunlight glinted on his bald head. 

“There he is,” said Nick. “There’s our boy. Old GG himself! Looks 


like he might be getting ready to pull out.” 

He let go another burst at the Land Rover, saw little puffs of sand 
and salt dance near the man. The bald head paid no attention, just 
kept calmly about his task. 

Two tanks came waddling out of the cave nearest them with a roar 
of engines and a great clanking of treads. The tanks turned right and 
came slowly toward the mouth of the defile. Nick yanked Sabra down 
into a gully in the rock. “Here we go, baby. We’ll catch it now. One 
thing—those monsters are too big to get into the ravine. The jeep and 
the halftrack will be safe.” 

He stood up and waved to Majhad over the way. “Down,” he 
screamed. “Down. Take cover!” 

Majhad waved back, then vanished. Nick could see theArabs 
scrambling for holes. He grabbed the BAR and pulled it down into the 
gully with them. 

The first tank was abreast of the defile now. The long cannon 
swiveled slowly about. The machine guns let go a long burst of fire 
that spattered the rocks with venomous lead. That was bad enough, 
thought Killmaster. The machine guns alone would interdict his own 
fire. But it was the cannon— 

Whhhizzzzzz—BLAM! Whhhiiizzzzzzzz—BLAM— BLAM—BLAM— 
BLAM—BLAM— 

The tanks were firing at point blank now, only fifty yards away. 
The shells were smashing at the rocks, eroding them in flame and 
fury, the jagged fragments buzzing and ringing in wild ricochets. 

BLAM—BLAM—BLAM—BLAM— 

Nick put his big body over Sabra’s slim one and pressed her into 
the floor of the shallow gulch. There wasn’t a damned thing to do but 
lie there and take it. 

“La ilaha ilia Allah!” 

The cry came fierce and high over the cannon and machine 
gunfire. Nick risked a glance. The insane bastard! The magnificent 
insane bastard! 

One of the Arabs, a grenade in each hand, was out of cover and 
racing for the tanks. He held the grenades aloft as he ran, his mouth 
open, screaming, “Ilaha ilia Allah.” 

A machine gun swiveled and sighted on the running man. It let go 
a long tearing burst. Nick winced. He could see the bullets stitching 
through the dirty burnoose. The man fell, got up, staggered, spun and 
went down again. He held on to the grenades. The Arab tried to get 
up. Another burst began to tear him apart. Dying, perhaps already 
dead, he flung the grenades. One blew a hole in the salt flat. The other 
hit a tread and exploded, wrecking a bogey. The tank lurched to a 
halt, out of commission, but with its cannon and machine guns still 


firing. 

BLAM—BLAM—BLAM—BLAM—BLAM— 

Each tank had selected its target now, each firing into one side of 
the defile, the shells coming in like ferrets looking for blood. Nick 
knew that they were going to have to pull out, back to where the jeep 
and the halftrack were parked safe around a bend. He cursed. Why 
didn’t they come? What had gone wrong? 

GG’s men were pouring from the caves now. Even over the gunfire 
Nick could hear them yelling and cursing. Trucks with flak guns 
mounted on them, the old Vierlings the Syrian Colonel had 
mentioned. Two of them were gunning across the salt flat to reach the 
shelter of the cliffs on the far side. Nick swore loud and long. This 
operation could be flubbed yet! GG was sure to call for Syrian air 
support. Where in hell were they? 

The first Mirage came in then, a bright flash of color moving at 
eight hundred miles an hour. The pilot had either followed the radio 
signal like a bird dog, or he had seen the gunsmoke, or he had lucked 
into it. No matter. He swept in over the south wall of cliffs and came 
down on the deck, using cannon and rockets and machine guns, 
swishing ahead of his own sound in silent fury. 

Both tanks blew up in a cloud of smoke and bright red flame as the 
rockets got them. Nick leaped out of the gully, got the BAR back into 
firing position, and opened up on the horde of GG’s men now trying to 
make it back to the caves. Majhad and his men were doing the same. 

Nick yelled at Sabra. “The flares! Put them up—right over the 
middle!” 

The Israeli Mirage climbed like a homesick angel, banked over, 
and came thundering back over the salt flat. He was dropping smoke 
now for those who would follow him. As he came back three more 
Mirages came in from the south, dipped, and began to work over the 
cave entrances. They climbed, missing the far cliff wall by inches, and 
the next time came in from the east, firing directly at the caves. 

It was awesome, the shellacking the Mirages were handing out, but 
there was no time for awe. Sabra’s flares were popping now, 
exploding in green blossoms over the salt flat. 

Nick stood up. Across the defile Majhad was also up. Nick swept 
his hand over his head. “Go! We go!” 

Majhad spoke to an Arab and the man went racing away down the 
rock slope. He would summon the jeep and half track. 

Nick put a fresh clip in the BAR and picked it up. Sabra, her face 
blazing with excitement, her hair fallen and wild, had her revolver in 
one hand, the Colt .45 in the other. 

Nick had to scream to be heard. “You stay with me!” 

She nodded. 


A dozen of the Mirages were shuttling over the salt flat now, 
weaving a garment of fire and death. Nick glanced half a mile down 
the line of cliffs and saw the Land Rover pull away from the trailer 
and pick up speed, racing for the northern rim of the wadi. There 
would be a way out there. Had to be. The tanks had come in that way. 

Sabra saw it, too, and clutched at Nick’s arm. “GG! He’s running 
for it.” 

They were falling and sliding down the rocks. “Don’t blame him,” 
rasped Nick. “In his place I’d run for it, too. We’ll get him.” 

The jeep came up. Sabra pushed the Arab driver out of the seat 
and got behind the wheel. Nick, with the heavy BAR in his arms, 
legged in beside her. She took the jeep screaming out of the narrow 
defile onto the salt flat and turned left. The halftrack, laden with 
Arabs now insane with batde fever, came after them. At every cave 
entrance the Arabs hurled grenades as fast as they could. “Ilia Allah! 
Allah Akbar!” 

The first transport came droning in. Nick identified it as an old 
C-47—American lend-lease. Chutes began to pop and sway downward. 
Fifty, a hundred, they opened in the sky like brown-green half 
bubbles, the laden men swaying like dark dolls beneath the cloth. The 
paratroopers were in. It was all over but the cleanup. GG’s rabble 
would never stand up to Israeli troopers. 

The Land Rover was speeding for the northern rim. None of the 
jets made a pass at it. The orders had been firm on that—leave the 
Land Rover alone. Take Gunter Gerhardt alive. 

The jeep left Majhad and his men to their work and set out after 
the Land Rover. Nick laid the BAR over the windshield, steadied it, 
aimed, and let go a burst. Short. 

The jeep was gaining now. Very slowly. The far end of the wadi 
was rushing at them. If GG got into the rocks it was going to be hard 
to winkle him out. Men would be killed. 

One thing—he wasn’t going to get out of the wadi by the way he 
had intended. The way out was blocked. Half a dozen chutes, expertly 
slipped and spilled, drifted down into the rocks near the rim of the 
wadi. Men were rolling, getting to their feet and running for a defile 
that Nick could now see. The northern passage out. It was wide and 
sandy, big enough to take a dozen tanks abreast. And no good to GG 
now. 

He elevated the BAR and let go another burst. Both rear tires of the 
Land Rover exploded. The car swung left, then right, lurching and 
skidding. GG turned sharp right and went bouncing along on the 
blown tires. 

Nick Carter let go another sharp burst with the BAR. Then another. 
The Land Rover began to burn, smoke and flame trailing back. It came 


to a skidding halt. GG, in a brown uniform and no cap, the big bald 
head shining like a mirror, leaped out of the car and ran for a jumble 
of rocks that terraced up the side of the cliff. Five hundred yards away 
the Israeli paratroopers made no move to join in or interfere. They 
had their orders. 

As the jeep came up the Land Rover exploded with a roar like an 
anti-tank mine. Bits of flaming debris showered the jeep. Nick leaped 
from the jeep, still carrying the BAR, and took momentary cover 
behind the flames and drifting smoke. 

GG was climbing the cliff, going fast and surely for a man of his 
bulk and age. Killmaster planted his feet firmly, steadied the BAR, and 
let go a long burst through the smoke. He saw rock chips fly near the 
climbing man. GG turned and snapped a shot with the black pistol in 
his hand. Lead sliced off the jeep and screamed away. Good shooting 
at that range with a hand gun. 

GG was still climbing. Nick let go with the BAR again. A short 
burst, then the gun stopped yammering. He glanced down. Out of 
ammo. He looked at Sabra, crouching behind the jeep. She shook her 
head. No more. 

Nick tossed the BAR to the ground. Okay. It was the Luger and the 
stiletto now against GG and his P-3S. Fair enough. 

He gave Sabra a long, hard look. “You stay here! You understand? 
You stay here. That’s an order! I’ll take him.” 

Her face worked. “But Nick—please—I—” 

“Stay here.” He turned and ran zigzag through the smoke of the 
burning Land Rover. 

Bullets spurted about his feet as he ran for the foot of the cliff. GG 
had looked up and had seen the same thing that Nick saw as he 
lunged into cover behind a boulder. Paratroopers on the rim of the 
wadi. GG was cut off now. No way out. 

The bald man had gone to ground behind a massive pile of rocks. 
He lay now, waiting for Nick to come and take him. But not alive. 
They both knew that now. Not alive. That had been a dream all along, 
a fantasy of wishful thinking by Israeli Intelligence and AXE. Not 
alive. GG was not a man to go tamely to the gallows. 

Nick ran for another rock a little farther up the slope. A slug scored 
the sand under his feet. He flopped into cover, panting a little. The 
bastard must have pocketfuls of ammo. This was going to take a little 
thought. Right now it was a standoff and— 

He heard the heavy report of the .45 fifty yards to his right and 
farther up the slope. A .45! He glanced back at the Land Rover and 
jeep. The Land Rover had burnt itself out and there was very little 
smoke. He could see the jeep plainly. No sign of Sabra. 

Then he did see her. She was leaping up the side of the slope, 


running like a mountain goat, dodging from rock to rock, firing with 
the heavy automatic at the boulder that shielded GG. 

Nick Carter cupped his hands and yelled. “Sabra! Sabra, goddamn 
it! Get out of this—leave it to me. Sabra!” 

Gunter Gerhardt stood up behind his rock. He took careful aim at 
the running girl. Nick leveled his Luger over the boulder and began to 
squeeze off the shots. He saw the Walther buck and leap in GG’s hand. 
Then GG spun, grabbed at himself around the belly, and came 
headlong down the slope in a skittering, smashing fall that ripped the 
bald head into bloody ribbons. The body came to rest in a little V 
notch of stone near Nick’s feet. 

Nick walked slowly up the slope to where Sabra lay. The front of 
her jacket was a welter of blood and sweat. Her eyes were closed. 

He knelt beside her and opened her clothes. The fine breasts were 
untouched, but it was a gut wound and GG had been using dum-dums. 
The hole in her back would be the size of a saucer. No point in 
looking—no point at all. 

Sabra opened her eyes. “Nick—” 

He took her in his arms. “Yes, honey?” 

The words came very slowly. Blood flecked her lips. “Nick? Are 
you here?” 

“T’m here, Sabra. I’m here.” 

“Tm glad. Nick—” 

She could barely speak now as the blood came faster from her 
mouth. He bent to hear her. “Nick—bury me—bury me—in Israel.” 

“It’s a promise,” said Killmaster. 

She was silent. When he looked at her eyes he knew she was gone. 
She had slipped away. The dark eyes were staring at him, but they did 
not see him. He was looking into glass now, not into a woman’s heart 
and soul. She had closed him out forever, along with everything else 
in this world. 

With one finger he closed her eyes. Her mouth had fallen a little 
open and now he closed it and wiped away the blood. He kissed her 
for a brief moment, tasting her blood and her death, then he stood up 
with her in his arms. 

The first transport was just coming in to land. Nick could see the 
paratroopers herding groups of prisoners. The firing had ceased. It was 
all over. Overhead there was a crackle of gunfire as Israeli jets took on 
Syrian Migs. Nick did not look up. 

The transport plane rolled to a stop, the door opened, and an 
officer leaped out and began to gesticulate and shout orders. It was 
time, Killmaster knew, to be going. 

She was light in his arms, her head lolling against his shoulder. 
Nick Carter stood for a moment, looking down into her face, then he 


started down the slope toward the transport. 


THE END 


